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Tell  me  a Story. 


Heather,  a teacher  f/Friend  of  mine,  told  me  that  reading  stories  out  loud  is  one 
of  the  ways  that  she  brings  calm  and  peace  to  her  third  grade  class.  She  dims 
the  lights,  the  children  lay  their  heads  on  their  desks,  and  she  then  proceeds  to  read 
them  a story. 

This  is  an  experience  that  Em  sure  we  all  have  had,  and  can  remember  fondly.  I 
still  remember  my  fifth  grade  teacher  reading  us  C.S.  Lewis’  The  Lion,  the  Witch  and 
the  Wardrobe.  Its  immediate  effect  was  to  inspire  me  to  search  all  the  closets  in  our 
house  in  hopes  of  discovering  Narnia.  Only  later  did  I realize  that  this  strange  and 
wonderful  story  was  full  of  spiritual  wisdom  and  insights. 

Stories  are  like  seeds  planted  in  the  mind,  and  the  soul,  that  may  take  years  to 
germinate  and  grow.  That’s  why  it’s  important  to  make  sure  that  the  stories  we 
plant  in  the  minds  of  children  are  not  weeds,  but  “good  seeds”  capable  of  bearing 
fruit  that  will  sustain  them  throughout  their  lives. 

We  are  fortunate  to  have  among  Western  Friends  some  exemplary  story  tellers. 
Many  of  us  are  familiar  with  Tom  and  Sandy  Farley,  who  make  frequent  appear- 
ances at  Yearly  Meetings  and  other  Friends  gatherings  to  share  their  gift  of 
storytelling.  They  recently  produced  a CD,  Words  to  the  Wise,  that  is  definitely 
worth  a listen.  You  can  hear  samples  at  their  website:  http://www.spont.com.  (This 
site  also  contains  many  useful  hyperlinks  for  Quaker  parents  and  religious  educa- 
tors.) 

Less  widely  known  among  Friends,  but  no  less  impressive,  is  Sarah  Malone  of 
Albuquerque  Meeting  in  New  Mexico.  I first  heard  her  several  years  ago  when  she 
impersonated  Lucretia  Mott  at  New  Mexico  Regional  Gathering.  In  this  issue  she 
tells  the  extraordinary  story  of  her  first  CD,  Peace  Tales , which  has  gained  her 
recognition  both  locally  and  internationally,  thanks  to  the  United  Nations. 

Sarah’s  work  has  generated  enthusiastic  responses.  Southwestern  author  and 
storyteller  Joe  Hayes  writes  that  Sarah  is  “a  hero — a mighty  warrior  for  peace — 
and  she  has  developed  a weapon  of  mass  instruction.”  Leah  Alexander,  President 
of  Storytellers  of  New  Mexico  writes:  “Sarah  Malone’s  CD  of  Peace  Tales  for 
children  gives  us  something  we’ve  all  been  looking  for:  something  about  this  crazy 
world,  and  how  to  make  it  better.”  Finally,  Albuquerque  Friend  Mary  Dudley 
writes:  “Loving  wisdom  prevails  and  harmony  is  restored  in  all  of  Sarah’s  stories — 
just  the  message  every  child  must  hear,  again  and  again  and  again,  as  s/he  grows  in 
being  a peaceful  person.” 

Also  included  in  this  issue  are  stories  byjeannie  Graves  and  Eric  Sabelman. 
Jeannie  is  a businesswoman,  currently  residing  in  Seattle,  Washington,  who  has 
been  active  for  many  years  in  the  Prison  Visitation  Network  (as  well  as  on  the 
Board  of  Friends  Bulletin).  A California  Friend,  Eric  has  for  many  years  been 
involved  with  EarthLight  Magazine  and  Friends  Committee  in  Unity  with  Nature. 

Stories  and  books  that  will  help  children  to  deepen  their  understanding  of 
peacemaking  and  Quakerism  are  listed  in  this  issue.  Please  send  the  editor  other 
titles  that  you  feel  are  worth  sharing,  or  articles  about  First  Day  School. 

Probably  the  best  way  to  saturate  children  in  Quaker  values  is  to  send  them  to  a 
Quaker  camp  or  Quaker  school.  Tom  Farley  has  written  a story  that  gives  a feeling 
about  what  Quaker  camp  is  like.  Reading  about  Quaker  camp  is  of  course  no 
substitute  for  being  there.  I hope  that  all  Quaker  children  and  youth  have  the 
opportunity  to  attend  a Quaker  camp  or  Quaker  school  at  some  point  in  their  lives. 
They  will  no  doubt  come  back  with  many  stories  of  their  own  to  share  with  their 
family  and  f/Friends.  Some  of  these  stories  may  even  end  up  on  the  pages  of  our 
nagaa  ne! 
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The  Making 
of  a CD 
for  Peace 


by  Sarah  Malone 

Albuquerque  (NM)  FM 

As  war  clouds  loomed  over  our 
country  last  winter,  the  Peace  Tales 
. vision  awoke  me  nightly. 
Overwhelmed  by  the  negative  speech  of 
war  and  terror  in  the  news,  I was 
concerned  about  its  impact  on  children. 
From  this  concern  came  the  inspiration 
to  create  a storytelling  CD  to  give  voice 
to  peace , donating  proceeds  from  CD  sales 
to  peace  causes.  This  decision  was  crucial 
to  obtaining  needed  support  and  reaching 
a national  audience. 

In  January  2003  I was  a guest  on  a 
“Peaceful  Parenting”  panel  sponsored  by 
the  nonprofit  Peace  Talks  Radio 
(www.peacetalksradio.com),  a forum  for 
peacemaking  and  nonviolent  solutions.  I 
contacted  the  producer,  Paul  Ingles, 
shared  my  inspiration  to  create  a Peace 
Tales  CD,  and  asked  him  to  help  with 
studio  space  and  engineering.  In 
exchange,  I would  donate  half  the 
proceeds  of  CD  sales  to  Peace  Talks 
Radio.  It,  too,  gives  voice  to  peace,  my 
ultimate  aim.  Paul  expressed  interest, 
suggesting  I develop  the  concept  further 
before  meeting. 


Encouraged  by  Paul’s  response,  I 
researched  stories — some  new,  others  tales 
I had  shared  with  children  in  my  school 
social  work  role.  Next,  I sent  e-mails 
describing  my  vision  and  seeking 
permission  from  the  authors/publishers 
of  selected  tales.  To  my  astonishment, 
everyone  contacted  enthusiastically 
agreed!  One  author  wrote,  “I  want  to  be 
part  of  this  project!”  Joe  Hayes  sent  an 
original  Southwestern  tale.  I felt  humbled 
and  honored  by  this  support,  a reflection, 
perhaps,  of  their  own  commitment  to 
peace  at  home  and  abroad. 

I returned  to  Paul  Ingles,  stories  in 
hand.  Paul,  a twenty-seven  year  radio 
veteran,  asked  hard  questions,  the  most 
crucial  being  budget.  I had  little  idea  of 
project  cost  or  funding.  After  much  soul 
searching,  a plan  emerged  to  hold  several 
concerts  in  April,  as  a way  to  season  the 
material,  test  the  timeliness  of  peace  tales 
in  the  midst  of  war,  and  raise  the  necessary 
money. 

I lined  up  churches,  a coffee  shop,  and 
a small  community  theater  (at  a 
discounted  rate  due  to  their  project 
support)  for  seven  free  fundraising 
performances,  two  for  adults  and  five  for 


Sarah  Malone  telling(above)  and  recording 
(below’)  her  stories.  To  order  “Holding  Up  the  Sky: 
Peace  Tales  for  Kids,  ” send  a check  for  $19.50 
(includes  postage  & handling)  to  Peace  Tales, 
P.O.  Box  160,  Cedar  Crest,  NM  87008-1607  or 
order  through  vt  wvv. peacetales.  org.  A companion 
curriculum  can  be  ordered  for  an  additional  $ 7. 00. 
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children.  I called  a prominent  newspaper 
reporter,  Kate  Nelson,  who  previously 
published  one  of  my  stories  and  asked  for 
an  interview.  Kate  wrote  a beautiful  article 
publicizing  the  concerts.  I sent  e-mail 
invitations  to  everyone  I knew  and 
appeared  as  a guest  on  a popular  radio 
program  for  which  I had  previously  done 
pro-bono  work.  Two  friends  helped  with 
publicity,  distributing  fliers  and  press 
releases  to  radio  and  newspapers. 
Another  offered  to  emcee  the 
performances  while  others  baked  cookies 
for  intermissions.  I distributed  a program 
at  the  concerts,  explained  my  vision  and 
set  out  a collection  basket.  Storytellers 
of  New  Mexico  (STNM)  agreed  to  serve 
as  fiscal  agent  for  initial  fund  raising, 
making  donations  tax  deductible.  I 
decided  to  contribute  fees  from  any 
storytelling  jobs  that  came  my  way. 
Mysteriously,  the  phone  began  to  ring 
and  jobs  rolled  in.  A few  close  friends  and 
family  members  sent  unsolicited 
donations  and  before  I knew  it,  the 
needed  funds  were  at  hand.  Paul  Ingles 
agreed  to  a 60%  discount  on  engineering 
and  obtained  free  studio  space  at  KUNM 
Radio  in  Albuquerque,  New  Mexico. 

Every  night  new  pieces  of  the  Peace 
Tales  puzzle  awakened  me,  mysteriously 
guiding  my  steps.  One  such  inspiration 
was  to  include  music  on  the  CD,  which 
by  now  had  earned  a title,  “Holding  Up 
the  Sky:  Peace  Tales  for  Kids.”  I met 
members  of  a Native  American  musical 
group,  Cumulonimbus,  at  an  STNM 
story  swap,  purchased  their  CD  and  asked 
if  I might  include  excerpts  on  the  Peace 
Tales  CD.  They  were  honored  to  be 
included.  Another  inspiration  was  to 
include  poetry.  Suddenly,  the  language  of 
poetry  filled  my  head,  at  night,  as  I walked 
down  the  halls  at  school,  or  talked  with 
children.  The  result:  three  delightful 
poems! 

Other  details  emerged.  I felt  strongly 
the  other  half  of  CD  proceeds  should 
benefit  children  affected  by  war.  A 
volunteer  researched  potential 
beneficiaries  and  suggested  The  Women’s 
Commission  for  Refugee  Women  and 
Children  (www.womenscommission.org),  a 
recommendation  seconded  by  storyteller 
Laura  Simms.  We  wrote  to  the 


Commission  and  made  an  appointment 
for  me  to  meet  them  in  New  York  City, 
where  they  agreed  to  participate  and  help 
with  national  publicity. 

I would  need  a website.  I contacted 
a computer  programmer  friend  who,  in 
turn,  sent  an  e-mail  request  to  his 
associates  seeking  volunteer  website 
designers.  Soon  thereafter,  two 
wonderful  women,  Anita  Quintana 
(Quintana@swcp.com)  and  Laura 
Gutman,  (www.rocketlaura.com)  began 
work  on  the  Peace  Tales  website.  I needed 
nonprofit  status,  so  approached  an 
organization  of  which  I am  both  treasurer 
and  founding  member.  The  board  of  this 
youth-oriented  nonprofit  immediately 
agreed  to  make  Peace  Tales  part  of  its 
mission.  The  bank  simply  added  a 
separate  Peace  Tales  account  under  the 
existing  nonprofit  umbrella.  I needed  a 
retailer  to  serve  as  Internet  distributor.  I 
met  with  the  Executive  Director  of 
Peacecralt  (www.peacecraft.org),  a lair 
trade  store  specializing  in  products  from 
third-world  countries.  Upon  hearing  my 
vision  she  agreed  to  handle  Internet 
orders  and  to  carry  the  CD  at  the  store, 
one  of  only  two  non-third  world  products 
sold  there.  A high  school  senior,  family 
friend,  and  talented  artist,  Tonia  Herrero, 
created  the  delightful  cover  art  as  her 
contribution. 

Recording  took  place  in  three 
sessions,  with  Paul  Ingles,  project 
engineer,  guiding  me  from  behind  a 
glass  wall.  I wore  headphones 
connecting  me  to  Paul  and  to  my  own 
voice  and  told  the  stories  with  as  much 
passion  and  energy  as  I could  muster 
in  the  studio  environment.  Later  Paul 


masterfully  wove  music  into  the  stories 
and  pieced  them  together  in  places  where 
he  had  asked  me  to  stop  and  restart  a 
segment.  Once  I received  the  first 
“demos,”  two  volunteers,  both  storytellers, 
served  as  “listeners,”  providing  invaluable 
suggestions  that  enhanced  the  final 
product. 

The  details  of  CD  production  were 
new  to  me.  Through  Internet  searches 
my  husband  encountered  Doug 
Lipman’s  excellent  guide  to  storytelling 
recordings  (www.storydynamics.com) 
and  discovered  a California  firm, 
eDocPublish.com,  offering  a special 
CD  production  rate  during  the  month 
of  April.  I sent  Edoc  an  e-mail 
describing  the  project  and  asked 
whether  the  “special”  might  be  extended 
through  the  month  of  June.  Within 
hours  the  marketing  director  replied  he 
would  extend  the  “special”  indefinitely 
and  donate  $100  toward  the  project! 
Later,  eDocPublish  provided  an 
excellent  graphic  design  package  for  the 
insert  and  cover.  The  decision  to  order 
1,000  CD’s  was  based  on  price  and  on 
my  commitment  to  the  project’s 
success. 

Finally,  on  my  late  July  birthday, 
the  CDs  arrived  and  distribution  began. 
Miracles  continue  to  unfold.  Recently, 
The  Committee  for  Teaching  About 
the  United  Nations  invited  Peace  Tales 
to  participate  in  a national  conference 
for  educators  in  New  York  in  2004.  So 
far,  Peace  Tales  has  raised  $8,000  for 
peace.  More  importantly,  many 
American  children  are  learning  the 
process  of  peace  through  the  magic  of 
story.  □ 


“If  our  lives  are  true,  we  walk  with  angels, 
the  great  and  good  that  have  gone  before  us...  ” — Lucretia  Mott 

A bilingual  social  worker  by  profession,  Sarah  Malone  has  been  involved  with  Friends 
since  1 979.  Thirteen  years  ago  she  joined  Albuquerque  Meeting,  where  she  has  served  as 
librarian  and  helped  with  the  First  Day  School  program.  T see  my  life  as  faith  in 
practice,  ” Sarah  says.  Besides  storytelling,  she  has  played  Lucretia  Mott  at  Intermountain 
Yearly  Meeting,  schools,  and  on  the  radio.  (She  often  closed  her  presentations  with  Mott’s 
quotation  about  “ walking  with  angels.  ”)  She  was  recently  asked  to  speak  and  share  her 
stories  at  the  United  Nations  for  an  international  gathering  of  teachers  concerned  about 
“ Poverty , Partnership  and  Peace.  ” One  of  the  reasons  that  Sarah  was  invited  is  that  she  is 
donating  the  proceeds  from  sales  of  her  CD  to  peace  causes.  Her  CD  has  netted  $8,000  so 
far.  Sarah  is  married  and  has  a nineteen-year-old  son  who  currently  attends  college. 
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Stories  for  Imaging 
the  World 
We  Seek 

by  Sandy  Farley 

Palo  Alto  (CA)  Meeting 


The  influence  of  stories  on  our  lives 
is  profound.  They  shape  our 
image  of  ourselves  and  of  our 
world.  How  many  of  us  have  put  on  capes 
and  pretended  to  be  superheroes?  How 
many  of  us  dressed  up  as  princesses,  or 
Cinderella?  How  many  marriages  have 
floundered  because  they  did  not  reach  the 
ideal  of  “happily  ever  after?” 

The  stories  we  choose  to  read  and  tell 
to  our  children  make  a difference.  Many 
of  our  old  stories  are  bloody.  How  did 
Odysseus  become  a hero?  How  many 
Egyptians  did  Moses  manage  to  drown 
in  the  Red  Sea?  How  did  little  David 
become  a hero?  Not  by  playing  on  his 
harp!  The  old  heroes  are  valued  for  who 
or  what  they  have  slain.  Women  don’t  fare 
very  well  either.  Joan  of  Arc  is  praised  and 
executed  for  listening  to  voices  calling  her 
to  lead  men  in  battle.  Think  of  how  many 
of  the  old  stories  are  set  in  a monarchy 
where  the  king  offers  his  daughter  as  a 
material  reward. 

The  United  Nations  and  the  World 
Council  of  Churches  have  declared  the 
first  decade  of  the  new  millennium  to  be 
a decade  for  peace  and  nonviolence. 
Particularly,  the  UN  wants  children  to  live 
in  a nonviolent  world.  Four  years  in,  and 
wars  are  raging.  We’re  going  to  need  some 
new  stories  to  teach  skills  of  reconciliation 
and  cooperation  to  make  this  world 
happen. 

What  world  view  do  children  get 
from  a story  in  which  a brother  and  sister 
are  abandoned  in  the  woods  because  their 
parents  can  no  longer  afford  to  feed 
them?  They  meet  an  old  woman  who 
feeds  them  only  to  fatten  them  up  for  her 
own  cannibalistic  tastes. 
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What  behavior  is  learned  from  the 
blonde  girl  who  enters  a family  home,  eats 
their  food,  breaks  their  furniture,  and 
makes  herself  so  much  at  home  that  she 
falls  asleep  in  the  child’s  bed? 

Some  stories  offer  some  good  advice 
but  they’re  not  the  thrillers.  The  Tortoise 
and  the  Hare  compete,  and  perseverance 
wins  out.  That’s  not  bad.  However,  I 
recoil  at  the  heavy  moralistic  and  didactic 
tone  of  the  “Boy  Who  Cried  Wolf.” 

The  time  has  come  for  some  good, 
fun  stories  that  model  positive 
community  attitudes.  There  are  a few 
around.  Philip  Ressner’s  story  Jerome  tells 
about  a frog  who  thinks  he’s  been 
transformed  into  a prince  and  sets  out  to 
prove  himself  through  princely  deeds. 
The  townspeople  ask  him  to  kill  a crow, 
a dragon,  and  a wizard.  Jerome  solves  the 
town’s  problems  with  each  of  these 
characters  without  killing  them.  Now 
that’s  a real  princely  deed!  Too  bad  the 
book’s  been  out  of  print  for  20  years. 

“The  Giant  Who  Was  More  Than 
A Match,”  by  Aaron  Shepherd,  tells  in  a 
folktale  setting  about  a giant  who  over- 
matches all  challengers  and  causes  a few 
deaths  before  the  people  discover  that  you 
can  challenge  him  to  acts  of  kindness  as 
well.  When  we  tell  this  one  it  is  clear  that 
the  children  (and  some  adults)  expect 
aggressive  challenges  and  they  are  often 
quite  surprised  at  the  ending. 

Another  one  we  like  is  “Yumi’s 
Courage,”  from  Wayfarer  Tomm  Fennell 
about  a girl  overcoming  her  fears  to  save 
her  community  and  discovering  how 
stories  can  be  used  as  warnings. 

Here  is  our  challenge  to  storytellers 
and  authors.  Bring  our  children  stories 


Tom  and  Sandy  Farley  are  tellers  and 
writers  of  stories.  “Yumi’s  Courage” 
and  “The  Giant  Who  Was  More  Than 
a Match”  both  appear  on  their  new 
CD,  Words  to  the  Wise.  Toms  story, 
“I  Don’t  Want  to  Talk  About  It,  ’’first 
published  in  Friends  Bulletin,  is 
collected  in  The  Healing  Heart- 
Families  edited  by  Allison  Cox  and 
David  Albert.  For  further  information 
or  to  order  their  CD,  go  to  their 
website  at  http://www.spont.com  or 
write  them  at  farley@spont.com. 


of  hope,  of  courage  and  daring,  of  wit  and 
amusement,  of  creative  problem  solving. 
Make  the  conflict  solvers  appealing  good 
guys.  We  can  begin  to  create  an 
atmosphere  where  heroes  solve  problems 
through  their  wits,  and  by  getting  people 
to  cooperate.  The  only  way  we  will  truly 
live  happily  ever  after  is  by  creating  a 
world  where  helping  each  other  is  normal, 
successful  behavior.  We  can  create  that 
world  through  our  stories. 

Storytellers,  dig  through  your 
repertoire  and  start  telling  more 
nonviolent  tales.  Writers,  examine  your 
current  plot  lines  and  see  what  you  can 
do.  Share  the  best  stories  across  national 
and  linguistic  borders.  We  can  help 
people  to  image  a different  sociology. 
Myths  have  power.  The  old  myths  value 
killing  and  often  offer  women  as  “prizes.” 
We  can  create  new  myths,  new  stories. 
We  have  power  that  we  can  surely  use  for 
making  the  world  a nicer  place  to  live  in, 
and  we  might  help  achieve  world  peace 
in  the  next  generation.  □ 

O 
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"Compost" 


Quaker  Trees  5th -7th  Grade 
Camp  Story  #2: 

Equality 


by  Tom  Farley 

Palo  Alto  ( CA ) Meeting 


Chrissy  stood  on  the  ramp  outside 
the  Quaker  Trees  kitchen  putting 
compost  from  lunch  evenly  into 
two  large  white  plastic  buckets.  Connor, 
another  member  of  the  Equality  chore 
group,  burst  out  the  kitchen  door  calling, 
“I’m  ready  to  take  the  compost  up  to  the 
bins.” 

“I  said  I’d  do  it!”  Chrissy  grabbed  the 
bucket  handles.  “And  I can.” 

“I  didn’t  say  you  couldn’t.”  Connor 
glared  at  her.  “I’m  just  trying  to  help.”  He 
reached  for  the  bucket  in  her  right  hand. 

“NO!”  She  pivoted  on  her  left  foot 
to  swing  the  heavy  bucket  out  of  his  reach. 
He  glanced  down  at  her  legs,  locked  into 
a wishbone  shaped  she’d  positioned  by  the 
braces  she  wore  from  hip  to  foot  under 
her  purple  sweatpants. 

“Then  let  me  take  one  bucket,”  he 
insisted.  “That’ll  be  equality,  right?” 
“Doing  everything  the  same  is  not 
equality.  Didn’t  you  hear  what  Hope  told 
our  group  this  morning?” 

Hope,  counselor  for  the  Equality 
group  at  the  fifth  to  seventh  grade  camp, 
opened  the  screen  door  from  the  kitchen. 
“What  seems  to  be  the  problem  here?” 
“Chrissy  won’t  let  me  help  her  take 
up  the  compost.” 

“I  said  NO.  He  won’t  stop  trying  to 
help.” 

Hope  held  up  both  hands  to  stop 
them  from  talking  at  the  same  time.  “Let’s 
see  if  you  can  tell  me  what  the  problem  is 
without  blaming  anyone.  Connor?” 
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He  took  a deep  breath.  “I  offered  to 
take  the  buckets  up  to  the  compost  pile. 
When  she  said  no’  I said  we  could  each 
take  one.  Isn’t  that  fair?  It’s  got  to  be  harder 
for  her  to  walk  up  there  than  for  me.” 

“Is  not!”  Chrissy  set  down  the  buckets 
and  pointed  at  him.  “You,  you  — ” Chrissy 
let  Hope’s  frown  silence  her  for  a 
moment.  “I  can  walk  faster  than  most 
people  when  I’m  balanced.”  She  turned 
and,  pivoting  on  alternate  feet,  bounced 
down  the  ramp  and  back.  “See?  With  two 
buckets,  one  in  each  hand,  I can  stay 
balanced.  With  only  one,  I’ve  got  to  hold 
it  in  front  of  me.  I have  to  go  way  slower 
to  not  fall  or  spill.” 

“Oh  I see,”  Connor  said.  “Sorry, 
Chrissy.” 

Hope  smiled.  “Thank  you  Connor. 
Go,  Chrissy.  Our  group  is  supposed  to 
be  done  with  lunch  clean-up  in  ten 
minutes.” 

When  Chrissy  returned  from  the 
compost  bins,  she  found  the  kitchen 
empty  of  people.  She  went  on  to  the 
dining  and  meeting  room.  No  one  there 
either.  She  looked  up  at  the  daily  agenda 
taped  to  the  wall.  1 pm — FOB.  Her 
wristwatch  showed  1:06.  “What’s  FOB?” 
she  asked  the  circle  of  fifty  empty  chairs. 

From  the  lodge  porch,  she  still  saw 
no  other  campers  but  did  see  a circle  of 
camp  staff  people  sitting  at  the  far  end  of 
the  lawn.  Chrissy  set  off  down  the  steps. 

“What’s  FOB?”  she  called  out  as  she 
neared  the  circle. 


Dennis,  director  of  the  Quaker  Trees 
Conference  Center  year-round,  stood  and 
started  toward  Chrissy.  Hope  jumped  up 
and  stopped  him.  She  met  Chrissy  just 
outside  the  circle. 

“Feet  on  bunk,”  Hope  said.  “FOB 
gives  campers  an  hour  to  rest.  You  can 
read,  write,  draw,  nap — as  long  as  you 
don’t  bother  your  cabin  mates.  Are  you 
in  cabin  one  or  three?” 

“Four.”  Chrissy  pointed  at  the 
medical  cabin  past  the  bathroom 
building. 

Hope  walked  there  with  Chrissy  and 
stood  in  the  doorway  as  Chrissy  went  into 
the  left-hand  room. 

“Peter  and  Susan  sleep  in  the  other 
room.”  Chrissy  waved  a hand  at  it.  “They 
both  snore.” 

“Will  you  be  all  right  here?”  Hope 
asked. 

“Sure.”  Chrissy  flopped  forward  onto 
her  bed  and  rolled  over  face-up.  “It’s  a 
hospital  room.  I’ve  stayed  in  lots  of 
hospital  rooms.  I just  didn’t  expect  to  be 
put  in  one  at  this  camp.” 

“Oh.”  Hope  looked  out  across  the 
grass.  “I  have  staff  meeting  now.  Would 
you  rather  be  in  a room  in  a regular 
cabin?” 

“Wouldn’t  you?” 

Hope  nodded.  “I’ll  be  back  after  staff 
meeting.” 

Chrissy  lay  still,  thinking,  until  a 
knock  at  her  door  woke  her  up.  “Just  a 
minute.”  She  pushed  herself  up  to 
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standing,  fluffed  out  her  short  brown  hair, 
and  wiped  the  sleep  from  her  eyes.  “Come 

• yy 

in. 

Susan,  the  camp  nurse,  and  Hope 
came  in  together. 

“I  hear,”  Susan  said,  “you’re  not  happy 
with  this  room?” 

“Oh,  it’s  lovely.”  Chrissy  laughed. 
“Plastic  covered  mattresses,  adult  size 
potty  chair,  lots  of  grab-bars,  ramp 
outside  the  door,  nurse  next  door.  I’ve 
been  to  a camp  that  was  all  like  this. 
That’s  not  what  I came  here  for.  When 
my  parents  talked  with  your  husband, 
Peter,  he  promised  I’d  get  treated  like  any 
other  camper  unless  I asked  for  help.  Did 
I get  put  in  Equality  group  on  purpose?” 
Hope  shook  her  head.  “Peter  made 
the  groups,  but  the  counselors  divided  up 
the  testimonies  for  our  group  themes. 
Equality  means  a lot  to  me.” 

“Because  you’re  Black?”  Chrissy 
asked. 

“And  Cherokee  and  Samoan  and 
Quaker  and  dyslexic,”  Hope  added.  “So 
I think  I know  how  you  feel  about  getting 
this  room,  but  it  didn’t  happen  on 
purpose.  Dennis  had  you  registered  as  a 
boy  like  the  other  Chris.  Yesterday,  Peter 
pointed  out  that  you  were  not,  which 
made  22  girls,  one  more  than  there  are 
beds  for  in  the  girls’  cabins.  They  decided 
to  put  one  girl  in  here  last  night.” 

“And  sort  things  out  today.”  Susan 
continued  the  explanation.  “But  I didn’t 
know  that.  So  when  you  were  the  last  girl 
to  arrive  and  I helped  you  move  in  here,  I 
thought  you  needed  a room  like  this.  I 
owe  you  an  apology.” 

“So,  do  I get  to  move  out?” 

“Yes,”  Hope  said.  “You  can  have  my 
place  in  cabin  two,  right-hand  room.” 
“Wait,  where’ll  you  sleep?” 

“I  suggested  the  cabin  porch  between 
the  doors  to  the  two  rooms.  Emily  thinks 
I’d  get  bothered  by  girls  going  to  and  from 
the  bathroom  or  by  raccoons.  There’s  an 
alcove  with  a curtain  in  the  main  lodge. 
I’ll  set  up  a cot  in  there.” 

The  camp  bell  rang. 

“That’s  for  the  end  of  FOB,”  Hope 
said.  “Next  is  crafts.  After  that  we’ll  move 
my  stuff,  then  yours.” 

At  the  end  of  craft  time,  Hope  found 
Chrissy  on  the  lodge  porch. 


“Can  you  wait?”  Chrissy  held  up  her 
unfinished  pine  needle  basket. 

“You’ll  have  more  craft  time  and  free 
time  to  work  on  that.  We’ve  half  an  hour 
before  meeting  to  get  us  both  moved.” 
Neither  said  much  as  they  carried 
Hope’s  suitcase,  backpack,  and  pair  of 
canvas  bags  from  the  cabin  two  porch  to 
the  alcove  in  the  lodge. 

“Thank  you  Chrissy,”  Hope  said. 
“Now  my  turn  to  help  you.” 

As  they  carried  Chrissy ’s  things  into 
cabin  two,  Hope  asked,  “Can  you  manage 
an  upper  bunk?” 

“I  sleep  in  one  at  home.”  Chrissy 
pulled  herself  up  the  ladder  and  rolled 
onto  the  bunk.  “But  I really  don’t  need  a 
waterproof  mattress.” 

“I  didn’t  either.”  Hope  laughed. 
“Someone  else  might  so  they’re  all  like 
that.” 

“Mom  packed  me  a beach  towel.  I 
can  put  it  under  my  sleeping  bag.” 

Hope  handed  up  a duffel  bag  and 
sleeping  bag  and  then  checked  her  watch. 
“My  turn  to  ring  the  bell  for  meeting,  in 
about  five  minutes.  We’re  going  to  start 
with  a sharing  on  equality.” 

“Do  we  circle  on  the  lawn  first?” 
Hope  nodded.  “To  count  off  and  see 
we’re  all  here.  Are  you  number  36?” 

“35.”  Chrissy  laughed.  “I  made  Jeff 
take  the  last  number  because  his  father 
getting  lost  is  what  made  us  late.” 

After  Hope  left,  Chrissy  spread  out 
the  big  beach  towel.  As  she  rolled  out  her 
sleeping  bag  on  it,  two  older  girls  hurried 
in. 

“Hey,  you!”  the  taller  one  said.  “What 
are  you  doing  in  Hope’s  bed?” 

“It’s  mine  now.”  Chrissy  looked  over 
the  edge  at  them.  “Hi,  Tanya.  Hope 
moved  out.” 

“Hi,  Chrissy,”  the  shorter  girl 
responded.  “Katya  here  has  the  bunk 
below  you.  Are  you  okay?  Need  help 
getting  down?” 

“No  way!”  Holding  on  to  the 
bedframe,  Chrissy  swung  her  body  over 
the  edge  and  lowered  herself  hand  over 
hand  to  the  floor.  She  looked  down.  Both 
cuffs  of  her  sweatpants  had  gotten  pushed 
up  to  her  knees  exposing  the  lower  half 
of  the  clear  plastic  brace  pieces  molded 
to  support  her  spindly  legs.  Quickly  she 


sat  on  the  edge  of  Katya’s  bed  and  pulled 
the  cuffs  back  down  over  the  tops  of  her 
socks. 

When  Chrissy  looked  up,  her  new 
roommates  had  turned  to  put  their 
finished  baskets  on  the  windowsill. 

The  bell  rang,  calling  campers  to 
gather  on  the  lawn. 

After  count-off,  the  campers  and 
staff  moved  to  the  circle  of  chairs  in  the 
lodge  for  meeting. 

Susan  stood.  “Most  days  we’ll  have 
about  half  an  hour  for  sharing  from  the 
silence  on  one  of  our  group  themes. 
Usually  a staff  member  will  be  prepared 
to  speak  to  that  testimony.  After  that, 
anyone  may  speak.  Remember,  this  is  not 
a discussion.  Share  from  your  own 
experience,  leave  quiet  between  messages, 
and  save  conversation  for  later.  Today’s 
theme  is  Equality.” 

Susan  sat  and  looked  at  Hope  who 
stood  right  away  but  waited  nearly  a 
minute  before  she  began  speaking. 

“Equality  has  always  been  important 
to  me.  In  sixth  grade  I read  Annie’s 
Promise  about  a Jewish  girl  in  Los 
Angeles  in  1945  who  goes  to  a Quaker 
camp  where  her  best  friend  is  Black.  I 
pestered  my  mom  to  find  me  a Quaker 
camp.  I came  to  kids  camp  that  summer 
and  service  camp  the  next  three.  I got  over 
thinking  I’d  never  be  good  enough  to  be 
a counselor,  or  a Quaker.  Now  I go  to  a 
small  Quaker  college  that  helps  me  deal 
with  my  dyslexia.  I joined  the  Friends 
meeting  there,  partly  so  I felt  right  saying, 
‘Why  aren't  there  more  people  who  look 
like  me  in  our  meetings?’ — or  at  our 
camps.  Today  I learned,  well,  re-learned, 
an  important  lesson  about  equality.  We 
all  have  things  that  make  us  feel  different 
and  sometimes  left  out  or  less  than  equal. 
Some  you  can  see,  some  you  can’t.  But  at 
this  camp,  we  don’t  need  to  guess  how 
someone  wants  to  be  treated.  We  can 
ask.” 

When  Hope  sat  down,  the  circle  got 
quieter  than  before.  After  a few  minutes, 
Connor  stood.  “I  learned  today  that  offering 
help  doesn’t  always  help  helping  happen.  I 
mean,  I’ve  got  to  listen  better  to  you  and  to 
me  and  to  other  people,  and,  and  so  there, 
that’s  it.”  He  started  to  sit.  “Oh  yeah,  I really 
am  sorry  about  the  compost.” 
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Chrissy  looked  down  at  the  floor, 
at  her  legs,  at  her  watch,  around  the 
circle,  and  back  at  her  legs  again. 
Finally  she  sighed  and  pushed  herself 
to  standing. 

“I’ve  only  been  to  camps  for  kids 
with  disabilities  before.  I figured  here 
if  I kept  my  legs  covered  I could  be  like 
everyone  else.  That’s  not  going  to 
work.”  Chrissy  took  two  steps  and  fell 
forward,  taking  her  weight  with  her 


hands  and  forearms  as  her  body  landed 
on  the  wood  floor.  She  grinned  at  the 
gasps  she  heard  from  both  staff  and 
campers  as  she  flipped  onto  her 
backside  and  sat  up.  “My  dance  teacher 
taught  me  how  to  fall;  it  still  freaks  out 
my  mom.  So — ,”  She  started  pulling  up 
the  cuffs  of  her  sweatpants.  “I  want  all 
of  you  to  know  how  I’m  different. 
Besides,  we’re  going  to  a pool  after 
dinner,  and  I like  to  swim.”  □ 


The  Apprentice 


by  Eric  Sabelmon 

Palo  Alto  (CA)  Meeting 


O nce  two  magicians  and  their 
| apprentice  were  travelling 
across  the  desert.  It  was  a long 
journey  on  a seldom-travelled  route 
through  a desolate  wilderness.  If  they  had 
been  poor  and  on  foot  they  would  not 
have  dared  to  travel  this  way,  for  it  was 
many  days  from  oasis  to  oasis.  But  these 
were  prosperous  magicians,  as  magicians 
go,  and  they  had  camels  to  ride  and 
waterbags  slung  from  their  saddles. 

Dusk  came  upon  them  and  the  wind 
began  to  rise  as  they  were  crossing  a wadi 
dry  a thousand  years  or  more.  They  found 
a place  to  camp  for  the  night  at  the  foot 
of  cliffs  on  the  far  bank  of  the  wadi,  where 
the  wind  was  not  so  strong.  The  appren- 
tice was  set  to  building  a small  fire  and 
cooking  the  evening  meal. 

The  two  magicians  were  both 
masters  of  their  art,  and  moreover  were 
as  well-disposed  to  each  other  as 
magicians  can  be.  But  as  they  waited  for 
their  supper,  they  resumed  a long- 
standing argument  as  to  which  of  them 
had  the  greater  skill.  Throughout  the 
meal  each  recalled  incantations  he  had 
done  that  the  other  could  not  match. 
Finally  they  agreed  to  a contest:  whoever 
worked  the  greater  spell  using  only  the 


materials  at  hand  would  be  counted  as 
the  foremost  mage  in  the  world,  and  the 
other  would  settle  for  second. 

The  first  magician  scooped  up  a 
handful  of  sand  from  the  desert  floor,  held 
it  high,  spoke  words  in  an  unknown 
tongue,  and  poured  it  slowly  back  onto 
the  ground.  As  it  fell,  certain  sand  grains 
stuck  together,  gradually  assuming  the 
form  of  a miniature  human  figure.  When 
the  sorcerer’s  hands  were  empty,  he 
clapped  once,  and  the  figure  bent,  picked 
up  a shovel  also  made  of  sand,  and  began 
industriously  to  dig.  It  threw  sand 
furiously,  digging  until  the  hole  was 
deeper  than  the  figure.  The  magician 
clapped  again,  and  the  walls  of  the  hole 
collapsed,  burying  the  little  figure  and 
leaving  the  desert  flat  and  undisturbed  as 
it  was  before. 

Then  it  was  the  second  magician’s 
turn.  He,  too,  scooped  up  a handful  of 
sand,  then  held  it  high  and  sang  to  it  an 
unknown  song.  When  he  lowered  his 


Tom  Farley , professional 
storyteller,  serves  on  the  board  of 
Ben  Lomond  Quaker  Center 
<www.quakercenter.org>  where 
he  volunteers  with  summer  youth 
camps.  The  fictional  Quaker  Trees 
kids  camp  and  characters  grew 
from  Tom’s  experiences  with 
Quaker  camps  and  families. 
Annie’s  Promise  is  a real  book  by 
Sonia  Levitin. 

hand,  the  sand  was  also  shaped  like  a 
human  figure,  this  time  a tiny  woman.  As 
the  magician  sang,  she  began  to  dance  in 
the  palm  of  his  hand,  bowing  and 
spinning  round  and  round.  Then  a gust 
of  wind  swirling  around  the  cliff  began 
to  blow  away  the  sand  that  formed  her 
body,  until  there  was  only  a skeleton 
dancing  as  gaily  as  before.  The  wind  kept 
blowing,  until  finally  there  was  nothing 
left  in  the  magician’s  hand,  and  the  desert 
was  just  as  it  had  been  before. 

While  the  magicians  were 
performing  their  feats,  the  apprentice  sat 
nearby.  Unnoticed  by  them,  he  scooped 
up  a handful  of  sand  and  threw  it  away. 
He  leaned  over  the  depression  he  had 
made  and  spat  one  drop  onto  the  dry 
ground.  The  moisture  he  gave  to  the 
desert  soaked  quickly  into  the  dust  and 
called  out  to  its  own  kind,  the  water  that 
dwelt  far  below  in  cracks  in  the  stone. 
The  deep  waters  rose  up  to  meet  their  kin, 
until  they  reached  the  surface,  filled  the 
hole  formed  by  the  apprentice’s  hand, 
spilled  over  the  rim  and  ran  in  a growing 
stream  down  toward  the  empty  wadi. 

The  trickle  of  water  ran  between  the 
two  magicians.  Seeing  it,  they  mutually 
decided  that  it  was  really  too  late  to 
continue  the  contest,  so  they  went  to  bed 
for  the  night.  □ 

This  story  is  recorded  by  Eric  along  with 
Sandy  and  Tom  on  the  new  CD,  Words  to 
the  Wise  (see p.  5).  The  inspiration  for  Eric 
Sabelmans  stories  often  arise  during  meeting 
for  worship.  Eric  began  attending  Orange 
Grove  Meeting  in  Pasadena,  CA,  in  1969. 
Arriving  in  Palo  Alto  in  1971  to  do  doctoral 
studies,  he  started  attending  the  Palo  Alto 
Meeting,  becoming  a member  about  20 years 
later. 
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Roasting 
Marshmallows 
with  a Dragon 

and  Other  Tales 


by  Jeannie  Graves 

University  Meeting  (Seattle,  W A) 


One  day  the  family  went  for  a 
picnic  “I  like  picnics,”  said 
Johnny,  “and  my  favorite  thing 
about  picnics  is  roasting  marshmallows.” 
“No  marshmallows  today,”  said  his 
sister.  “We  can’t  have  a fire  at  the  park. 
Maybe  another  time.” 

Johnny  didn’t  say  anything.  He  just 
waited  until  his  sister  went  back  to  her 
book  and  then  he  got  the  chair  and 
climbed  up  to  the  cupboard  where  the 
marshmallows  were.  Soon  the  family  was 
at  the  park.  When  Mama  opened  the 
picnic  basket,  the  marshmallows  and 
cooking  forks  were  right  on  top. 

“I  wonder  how  these  got  here,”  said 
Mama. 

“Oh  Johnny,”  said  his  sister. 

Johnny  didn’t  say  anything.  He  just 
took  the  marshmallows  and  put  three  of 
them  on  the  fork. 

All  during  lunch  Johnny  kept  his  fork 
full  of  marshmallows  right  beside  his 
plate.  For  dessert,  there  was  Mama’s 
homemade  pie  and  brownies.  Brownies 
were  Johnny’s  second  favorite  dessert 
(right  after  roasted  marshmallows),  but 
he  said  “no  thank  you”  to  dessert. 

“I’m  having  roasted  marshmallows,” 
he  said. 

“Well,”  said  Mama,  “maybe  you 
could  pretend  to  roast  your 
marshmallows.” 

“Yes,”  said  his  sister,  “we  could  make 
a pretend  fire.  There  are  plenty  of  sticks 
and  twigs  around  here.  We  could  make 
a little  pretend  fire,  just  your  size.” 
Johnny’s  sister  always  had  such  good 


ideas.  Johnny  almost  said  yes.  But  just 
then  his  stubborn  streak  came  out  and 
he  said,  “No!  I want  really  roasted 
marshmallows,  not  pretend  ones.” 

“Suit  yourself,”  said  his  sister  and 
went  back  to  her  book.  While  Mama 
cleared  the  table,  Johnny  wandered  off  by 
the  river,  carrying  his  fork  with  the  three 
marshmallows  on  it. 

“Something  will  turn  up,”  he 
thought.  “That’s  what  Grandma  always 
says,  something  will  turn  up.” 

The  river  was  its  usual  beautiful  self. 
The  light  on  the  water  was  shimmery. 
The  sound  of  the  water  was  whispery.  But 
over  by  a group  of  trees  the  shimmer  was 
a little  different,  a little  brighter 
sometimes.  The  whispering  sounds  were 
more  like  a whoosh  sometimes.  Johnny 
went  closer. 

That  shimmer  looked  like. ..like 
fire — the  kind  of  clear  flames  that  came 
from  Mama’s  gas  stove.  Johnny  went 
closer. 

Johnny  could  not  believe  his  eyes. 
There  behind  some  bushes  was  a dragon, 
a real  dragon  with  shiny  green  scales  and 
a point  on  its  back.  The  dragon  was 
sleeping.  As  it  snored,  little  puffs  of  flame 
blew  out  of  its  nose. 

Johnny  didn’t  say  anything.  He  didn’t 
do  anything.  He  just  stood  like  a statue 
and  stared  at  the  sleeping  dragon. 

The  dragon  opened  an  eye  and  let  it 
drift  close  again,  then  opened  both  eyes 
and  sat  up  with  a start  and  a huge  billow 
of  flame  that  reached  halfway  across  the 
river.  “You  startled  me,”  said  the  dragon. 


“Who  are  you  and  what  are  you  doing 
in  my  bedroom?” 

“My  name  is  Johnny  and  I’m  on  a 
picnic.  I didn’t  know  this  was  your 
bedroom.  I’m  sorry  I startled  you.” 

Now  Johnny  didn’t  know  it  but  his 
polite  apology  to  the  dragon  saved  his  life. 
Dragons  can  be  very  irritable,  especially 
when  they  first  wake  up,  but  all  dragons 
appreciate  good  manners. 

“Humph,”  said  the  dragon  and 
snorted  out  a smoke  ring.  “What’s  for 
breakfast?” 

“I  don’t  know,”  said  Johnny,  “I  just 
finished  lunch.” 

“Oh  well,”  said  the  dragon  with  a 
little  sigh.  “What’s  that  funny  thing 
you’re  holding?” 

Johnny  looked  down  at  his  cooking 
fork.  He  had  forgotten  all  about  his 
marshmallows. 

“These  are  marshmallows.  They’re 
better  roasted  but  I haven’t  got  a fire.” 

Johnny  looked  at  the  dragon.  The 
dragon  looked  at  Johnny.  They  both 
looked  at  the  marshmallows. 

Pretty  soon,  Johnny  had  toasted 
marshmallows  and  was  sharing  them  with 
the  dragon.  When  he  went  back  for  the 
rest  of  the  bag,  Mama  asked  him  what 
he  had  been  doing. 

“Roasting  marshmallows  with  the 
dragon,  Mama,”  Johnny  said.  “The 
dragon  likes  them  black  and  crispy  but  I 
like  them  golden  brown  and  soft  in  the 
middle.” 

Mama  smiled  and  said,  “That’s  nice, 
dear.”  □ 
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Little  Lost 
Dragon 

“When  are  we  going  to  go  back  to 
the  park?”  Johnny  asked  Mama.  Johnny 
was  wondering  if  hed  see  a dragon  there. 
Mama  was  wondering  why  the  computer 
said  funny  things. 

“The  park?”  she  said  distantly. 

“The  park!”  he  said  insistently. 
“You’ve  been  playing  all  day  at  the 
computer.  Can’t  we  go  to  the  park?” 

“Good  idea,”  said  Mama,  suddenly. 
She  took  his  hand  and  they  left  the 
computer  murmuring  to  itself. 

It  had  rained  that  morning  and  at  the 
park,  and  all  the  grass  and  leaves  were  wet. 
Heavy  drops  were  still  falling  from  the 
trees.  Johnny  galloped  through  the  grass 
kicking  sprays  of  droplets  with  his  rubber 
boots. 

“Oh  glorious,  glorious,  glorious,”  he 
chanted  as  he  watched  the  droplets  fly. 
“Glorious”  was  a new  word  he’d  learned 
from  his  sister.  “It  means  wonderful, 
spectacular,  super-duper,”  she’d  said. 

The  park  was  surely  glorious  today. 

“I’m  going  down  by  the  river,  Mama. 
Maybe  the  dragon  will  be  there,”  Johnny 
called  over  his  shoulder. 

“OK,”  said  Mama.  “Just  don’t  go  too 
near  the  river.  I know  you’ll  be  careful.” 

Johnny  slowed  down  from  his  gallop 
as  he  got  near  the  river.  The  ground  here 
was  all  lumpy  with  rocks.  Besides,  Johnny 
wanted  to  look  carefully  at  everything 
there  was  to  see. 

The  last  time  Johnny  came  to  the 
park,  he  had  seen  a dragon  near  here. 
He’d  even  shared  his  marshmallows  with 
the  dragon.  He  was  sure  he  had,  most  of 
the  time.  Some  times  he  wondered  if  he’d 
just  imagined  that  dragon.  But  this  was 
the  place,  right  over  near  those  bushes. 

Johnny  called  out  softly,  “Hellooo,  is 
anybody  there?  It’s  me,  Johnny.” 

The  bushes  rustled  their  leaves.  A 
little  mist  of  steam  blew  out  from  behind 
them  and  Johnny  heard  a small  sound  like 
a hiccough. 

He  went  closer. 


“Hello?”  he  said  again.  “Is  that  you, 
dragon?” 

Johnny  peered  behind  the  bushes  and 
there  was  the  dragon  with  his  back  turned 
toward  Johnny. 

“Oh!”  said  Johnny,  “I’m  so  glad  to 
see  you.” 

The  dragon  turned  around  and 
looked  at  Johnny.  “Oh”  it  said.  “You’re 
real!  I was  beginning  to  wonder  if  I’d 
dreamed  you  up.  But  I was  sure  you  were 
real  — most  of  the  time.  I remember  the 
marshmallows  you  shared  with  me.  Did 
you  bring  some  more?” 

Johnny  hadn’t.  He  hadn’t  even 
thought  about  food.  He  had  just  wanted 
to  see  the  dragon  again  and  he  told  the 
dragon  so. 

“I’m  glad  to  see  you  too,”  said  the 
dragon.  “I’ve  been  kind  of  lonely  here.  I 
miss  my  brothers  and  sisters,  and  I...  and 
I...  I don’t  know  how  to  get  home.”  The 
dragon  swallowed  hard  and  blew  his  nose, 
which  sent  a mist  of  steam  billowing  into 
the  air. 

“Oh,”  said  Johnny.  “Gee,  I’m  sorry.” 
He  reached  up  and  patted  the  dragon’s 
neck  which  felt  soft  and  scaly  like  lizard’s 
skin.  “But  then  how  did  you  get  here? 
Where  is  your  home?  Can  I help?” 

“I  don’t  know  where  my  home  is  from 
here.  We  were  playing  warp  tag  and  I 
must  have  slipped  through  the  wrong 
space-time  warp  and  ended  up  in  this 
strange  place.” 

“What’s  warp  tag?”  said  Johnny. 
“What’s  a warp?” 

“Oh,  warp  tag’s  real  fun.  The  dragon 
who’s  It  tries  to  tag  the  rest  of  us.  If  he 
gets  too  close  you  go  through  a warp.” 

“But  what’s  a warp?”  Johnny  asked 
again. 

“Well,  it’s  kind  of  a way  of  wiggling 
through  times  and  places  and  dimensions 


without  actually  going  through  them,  if 
you  know  what  I mean.” 

Johnny  had  no  idea  what  he  meant. 
The  dragon  said,  “You  don't 
understand,  do  you?  I wish  I could  explain 
better  but  it’s  like  curling  your  tongue,  if 
you  can  do  it,  you  can.  But  you  can’t  teach 
someone  who  can’t.” 

The  dragon  stuck  out  his  tongue  and 
curled  it.  Johnny  stuck  out  his  tongue 
and  curled  it.  They  smiled  at  each  other. 

“Can  I have  a ride?”  Johnny  asked 
before  he  quite  thought  about  it.  “I  mean, 
if  you  wouldn’t  mind.  My  sister  has  all 
these  dragon  books  and  people  are  always 
flying  around  on  them.” 

“I’m  not  big  enough  to  fly  yet,  my 
wings  are  still  buds;  but  you  can  climb  on 
my  back  if  you  want.” 

Sitting  on  the  dragon’s  back  was  sort 
of  like  riding  his  pony  bareback,  Johnny 
decided.  They  took  a little  walk  beside 
the  river.  Johnny  told  the  dragon  about 
his  pony  and  about  his  teacher  and  about 
his  favorite  crawdad  spot  in  the  creek 
across  the  road  from  his  house. 

The  dragon  talked  about  the  lava 
slide  down  the  volcano  near  his  home  and 
about  his  sisters  and  brothers  and  he 
started  to  talk  about  Mama,  but  then  he 
started  to  sob  and  his  tears  misted  into 
steam  as  he  cried.  Johnny  patted  his  neck 
until  the  dragon  sobbed  and  steamed  his 
way  to  a stop. 

“Have  you  ever  gotten  lost  before?” 
Johnny  asked.  “What  did  you  do  last 
time?” 

“I  only  got  lost  once  before  and  I 
just  stayed  where  I was  ‘til  my  mother 
found  me.  Mama  always  says  stay  in 
one  place  if  you’re  lost  so  she  doesn’t 
have  to  keep  checking  the  same  places 
over  and  over  again.” 

“That  makes  sense,”  said  Johnny. 
“Uh  huh.  I’ve  just  never  been  away 
from  home  so  long  and  it’s  a little 
scary.” 

“Is  there  any  way  you  can  shout  or 
let  them  know  you’re  here?  Can  you 
shout  through  warps?” 

“Well  you  can’t  shout  through  but 
maybe  I could  think  through.  Will  you 
help  me?” 

So  Johnny  got  off  the  dragon’s  back 
and  sat  beside  him  and  thought  out 
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shouts  of  “Help  the  dragon!  Find  the 
dragon!  Bring  the  dragon  home!” 

There  was  a huge  splashing  sound 
and  there  in  the  middle  of  the  river  was  a 
dragon  the  size  of  a house.  Huge  wings 
slowly  fanned  the  water  and  smoke  blew 
out  of  saucer-sized  nostrils. 

The  dragon  slowly  moved  its  head 
toward  them.  Iridescent  eyes  gazed  at 
Johnny  for  a long  moment  and  Johnny 
felt  like  the  dragon  knew  everything 
about  him  from  what  he  had  for  breakfast 
to  the  way  he  kept  his  room  messy. 


Johnny  didn’t  move,  he  just  sat  there  and 
looked  back  at  the  dragon. 

Finally,  the  dragon  looked  away 
and  let  its  eyes  fall  on  the  little  dragon, 
who  was  also  sitting  perfectly  still.  For 
another  long  moment  they  just  looked 
at  each  other.  Then  the  big  dragon 
swished  its  tail  through  the  water  and 
growled  out  a breath  of  flame  which 
fortunately  was  directed  downstream 
and  not  at  the  shore. 

The  little  dragon  turned  to  Johnny. 
“I  have  to  go  now.” 


Johnny  nodded. 

“I  don’t  know  if  I’m  allowed  to  come 
back  here.  I don’t  know  if  I’ll  see  you 
again,  but  thank  you  for  helping  me.” 
Johnny  just  nodded  again. 

“Well,  goodbye,”  said  the  dragon. 
“Goodbye,”  said  Johnny.  “I  hope  you 
can  come  back  again  sometime.” 

The  little  dragon  waded  out  into  the 
river  and  looked  up  at  the  big  dragon.  The 
air  shimmered  around  them  and  they  were 
gone.  The  river  rushed  along  and  the  breeze 
played  through  the  bushes  on  the  shore.  □ 


Dragon  Pearl 


Johnny  lay  in  bed  and  thought  about 
getting  up.  It  was  Saturday  morning  and 
Mama  had  told  him  to  clean  his  room 
today.  But  his  bed  was  cozy  and  warm 
and  Johnny  snuggled  down  further  into 
the  blankets. 

He  decided  to  play  one  of  his  favorite 
bed  games — finding  faces  in  his  room. 
There  was  the  knot  of  wood  that  looked 
like  an  old  man  with  a pipe.  And  here 
was  the  plaster  shape  in  the  ceiling  that 
sort  of  looked  like  a dog.  Those  were 
easy.  Johnny  looked  at  his  covers  and 
decided  that  the  wrinkles  looked  like 
hills.  He  looked  at  a pile  of  dirty  clothes 
in  the  corner  and  found  a dragon’s  face. 
It  looked  just  like  the  dragon  Johnny 
found  at  the  park  last  summer. 

Johnny  sometimes  wondered  if  he 
really  had  met  a dragon.  But  that  was 
long  ago  and  Johnny  seldom  thought 
about  him  anymore.  He  looked  again  at 
the  dragon  shape  in  the  clothes  pile.  The 
dragon  winked.  Johnny  held  very  still 
and  kept  looking.  The  dragon’s  face 
became  more  clear  and  the  dragon  said, 
“Johnny?” 

“Oh,  Dragon,  you  scared  me,”  said 
Johnny.  “What  are  you  doing  here?  Are 
you  really  here?  I can  hardly  see  you.  I 
thought  at  first  you  were  just  shadows  in 
my  clothes.” 

“Well,  I’m  sort  of  here,”  said  the 
dragon.  “I’m  peeking  through  a warp. 
I’ve  been  looking  all  over  for  you.  I’m 


glad  I finally  found  the  warp  to  your 
room.  Can  you  come  and  meet  my 
cousins?  We  need  your  help.” 

Johnny  bounced  out  of  bed  and  went 
over  to  the  dragon.  He  found,  as  he 
climbed  on  the  dragon’s  back,  that  now 
the  dragon  looked  solid  but  his  room 
looked  vague  and  wispy.  Then  he 
couldn’t  see  his  room  at  all  and  he  and 
the  dragon  seemed  to  be  riding  through 
a cloud. 

But  soon  the  cloud  thinned  and 
Johnny  could  see  dragons  of  all  colors  on 
the  black  hillside  of  a small  volcano. 
Johnny  was  glad  to  see  that  although 
other  volcanos  in  the  distance  had  puffs 
of  smoke,  this  one  seemed  cool  and  quiet. 
A husky  red  dragon  shimmered  into 
focus  right  in  front  of  Johnny  and  said, 
“Thank  goodness  you’ve  come.” 

“This  is  my  cousin  Lloyd  from 
Wales,”  said  the  little  dragon.  “Lloyd, 
this  is  my  friend  Johnny.” 


“Hi  Johnny,”  said  the  red  dragon, 
“Maybe  you  can  help  us.  Mei  Li  brought 
her  father’s  pearl  to  play  with  and  now 
she  can’t  find  it.  She’s  going  to  be  in  big 
trouble.” 

Johnny  nodded.  He  remembered  the 
time  he  borrowed  Daddy’s  biggest 
screwdriver  to  dig  for  worms.  He  hadn’t 
asked  for  permission  and  his  Dad  sure 
was  mad  when  he  found  a muddy,  rusty 
screwdriver  in  the  backyard. 

Just  then  a pretty  green  dragon  came 
running  up.  “Mei  Li,  this  is  Johnny,”  the 
little  dragon  said.  “Mei  Li  is  a royal 
dragon,”  he  whispered.  “See,  she  has  five 
toes  on  each  foot.  The  rest  of  us  just  have 
three  or  four  toes  on  each  foot.” 

“Well,”  said  Lloyd,  “your  father  is 
going  to  have  a royal  fit  when  he  finds 
out  you’ve  lost  his  pearl.” 

“I  know,”  said  Mei  Li  sadly.  “I  knew 
I shouldn’t  take  it  without  asking  but  it’s 
so  big  and  pretty.  And  when  my  dad  and 
his  friends  play  with  it  in  the  clouds,  I 
love  the  way  it  catches  the  light  and 
gleams  with  pink  or  gold.” 

“How  big  is  it?”  asked  Johnny, 
wondering  how  they  would  ever  find 
something  as  small  as  a pearl  in  all  the 
rubble  of  the  hillside. 

“Oh,”  said  Mei  Li,  considering,  “It’s 
about  as  big  as  your  head,  Johnny.” 

“Wow,”  said  Johnny.  “I  didn’t  know 
there  were  pearls  that  big.” 

“It’s  a very  special  dragon  pearl,  and 
I’ve  just  got  to  find  it.  Will  you  help?” 
A tear  wobbled  down  her  cheek. 


Dragon  Pearl,”  continued  on  page  19 
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Ben  Lomond 
Quaker 

Center : 

Your  Home 

in  the  Redwoods! 


You  are  always  welcome  at  your  home 
in  the  redwoods. Over  the  decades 
that  College  Park  Quarterly  Meeting, 
many  of  its  Monthly  Meetings,  and 
individuals  have  met  there  for  retreats, 
conferences,  workshops  and  work  camps, 
Ben  Lomond  Quaker  Center  has  come 
to  feel  like  home  to  many  of  us. 

But  this  is  not  just  a place  to  feel 
comfy.  Quaker  Center  continues  to  build 
Quakerism  on  the  Pacific  coast  through 
many  rich  Quaker  Center  programs  that 
delve  courageously  into  the  powerful 
issues  at  the  core  of  our  spirituality. 

Over  the  past  year,  we  have 
sponsored  programs  on  the  life  and  work 
of  John  Woolman,  Membership,  Spirit- 
Filled  Activism,  and  the  Peace  Testimony, 
among  others.  Last  fall  we  had  a weekend 
on  Clerking  led  by  two  Friends  from 
Pacific  Yearly  Meeting:  Eric  Moon  and 
Cliff  Lester. 

Quaker  Center  has  been  particularly 
busy  taking  programs  on  the  road  to 
Friends  communities.  In  November  2002, 
Laura  Magnani  and  Elaine  Emily 
traveled  to  Honolulu  Monthly  Meeting 
with  the  program  “Being  a Quaker  in 
Difficult  Times:  An  Activist  Looks  at  the 
Mystical  and  the  Mundane.”  Peter  Blood 
traveled  to  Visalia  under  a concern  for  the 
role  of  membership  in  the  spiritual  life  of 
a Monthly  Meeting.  Last  spring,  Chuck 
Fager  traveled  to  various  places  in 
California,  including  Palo  Alto,  Santa 
Barbara,  Orange  Grove,  and  Friends 
Church  Whittier,  carrying  a message 
about  the  spiritual  and  historical  roots  of 
the  Quaker  Peace  Testimony. 

As  a result  of  their  work  in  Honolulu, 
Laura  and  Elaine  were  invited,  through 
a program  we  call  “Direct  from  Quaker 


Center,”  to  offer  programs  at  University 
Meeting  and  Salmon  Bay  Meeting  in 
Seattle,  Washington.  Since  then  they  have 
received  invitations  to  Redwood  Forest 
Meeting  (Santa  Rosa,  CA)  and  Santa 
Barbara,  CA.  Their  work  together, 
initiated  as  part  of  Quaker  Center  on  the 
Road,  continues  to  bless  Friends 
everywhere. 

Once  again  last  year,  Quaker  Center 
offered  the  full  cycle  of  three  workshops 
in  the  Alternatives  to  Violence  Project 
(AVP).  Wanting  to  reach  out  beyond  the 
Quaker  community,  we  applied  for  a 
grant  from  a local  foundation,  seeking 
funds  to  allow  us  to  offer  sharply  reduced 
fees,  and  to  reach  out  to  under- 
represented groups,  communities  of  color, 
and  youth.  We  were  not  successful  in 
obtaining  the  grant,  but  Palo  Alto 
Monthly  Meeting  stepped  forward  to 
fund  a portion  of  the  costs.  They  also 
helped  with  community  outreach, 
enabling  us  to  attract  a more  ethnically 
and  economically  diverse  pool  of 
participants. 

Through  our  internship  program, 
Quaker  Center  continues  to  offer  a 
leadership  training  and  learning 
experi e nee  f cr  young  peoji e Last  years 
intern,  Cherish  Wilcox,  came  as  a 
graduate  of  George  Fox  University.  In 
addition  to  helping  the  staff  run  the 
facility  from  day  to  day  and  support 


Quaker  Center  programs,  her  primary 
special  project  was  to  complete  a series 
of  aesthetic  and  functional  improvements 
in  the  bunkhouses  of  the  Redwood 
Lodge.  We  are  thrilled  that  she  was 
accepted  into  the  Peace  Corps  to  serve 
on  an  agricultural  program  in  Africa.  She 
left  for  that  assignment  after  her 
internship  ended  in  August. 

Quaker  Center  has  begun  to  develop 
a unique,  spirit-centered  Environmental 
Education  program.  Two  years  ago,  we 
hosted  a group  of  children  from  5 to  12 
years  old.  Both  the  kids  and  the  parents 
loved  it,  saying  that  it  helped  them 
connect  to  nature  in  a deep,  centered  way. 
Last  Spring,  they  returned  for  an  equally 
successful  second  year.  We  have 
discovered  that  this  program  also  helps 
us  to  connect  to  the  land  in  a deeper  way, 
and  we  hope  it  will  continue  to  grow.  In 
addition  it  helps  create  a new  generation 
of  Quaker  Center  users  and  provides 
midweek  income. 

A year  ago,  we  found  that  building 
code  requirements  had  raised  our  costs 
and  temporarily  blocked  plans  to  expand 
the  Redwood  Lodge.  At  the  same  time, 
we  reaffirmed  our  commitment  to  the 
project,  certain  that  if  we  were  clear  in 
that  leading,  resources  would  emerge  to 
support  our  way  forward. 

The  year  since  has  steadied  us  in  that 
commitment. 
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The  rebuilding  is  important  to 
Quaker  Center  for  a number  of  reasons. 
It  will  create  an  effective  two-facility 
Quaker  Center  while  greatly  improving 
the  more  economical  use  of  the  two 
facilities.  This  will  increase  our  ability  to 
serve  low-income  community  groups  and 
provide  new  dance  and  movement  space. 

Over  the  past  year,  two  working 
groups  accomplished  crucial  work 
towards  rebuilding  the  Redwood  Lodge. 
On  the  financial  side,  our  New  Initiative 
Advisory  Committee,  clerked  by  John 
Helding  of  San  Francisco  (CA)  Meeting, 
has  mapped  out  a capital  campaign  to 
supplement  the  earlier  fundraising.  At  our 
annual  Board  retreat,  retired  AFSC 
fundraiser  Claire  Gorfinkel  helped  us 
polish  our  asking  skills.  Having  now 
raised  80%  of  the  expected  construction 
costs,  we  hope  to  break  ground  in  the  Fall. 

Simultaneously,  the  New  Initiative 
Working  Group,  comprised  of 
community  activists  from  around  the  Bay 
Area,  is  developing  policies  for  rental 
subsidies  to  insure  that  small-budget, 
community-based  groups  can  use  our 
facilities  at  reasonable  prices  — especially 
when  their  work  is  closely  aligned  with 
Quaker  Center’s  mission.  This 
programmatic  effort  is  the  clear  vision 
that  fuels  the  Redwood  Lodge 
reconstruction. 

Many  of  history’s  great  social 
movements  have  been  hatched  in  the 
front  parlors  of  Quaker  homes.  This  gift, 
to  be  able  to  offer  hospitality,  to  open  this 
Quaker  home,  to  provide  beautiful  and 
convenient  space  to  groups  that  might  not 
otherwise  be  able  to  afford  to  gather  for 
a planning  weekend,  this  is  also  a way  of 
doing  the  work  of  Quakerism.  Once 
again,  consider  yourself  always  welcome 
at  your  home  in  the  Redwoods. — John 
deValcourt , clerk , Ben  Lomond  Quaker 
Center  Association. 


Upcoming  Events 
at  Ben  Lomond  Quaker  Center 

May  21-23,  2004.  My  Father’s  Son.  A 
gathering  of  Quaker  men.  Joe  Franko  and 
Gordon  Bishop. 


Pendle  Hill 
on  the  Road 

by  Cindy  Yurth 
Logan  (UT)  MM 

Logan  Monthly  Meeting 
is  fortunate  enough  to  be 
located  about  halfway  between 
Reno,  NV,  and  Boulder,  CO — 
just  the  right  place  to  capture 
for  a night  a couple  of  visiting 
Friends  from  California  offering  a traveling 
workshop  based  on  the  writings  of  John 
Woolman.  Rachel  Findley,  a member  of 
Strawberry  Creek  Monthly  Meeting  in 
Berkeley,  CA,  is  writing  about  Woolman’s 
economic  principles,  and  Walter  Sullivan, 
co-director  of  Ben  Lomond  Quaker 
Center  near  Santa  Cruz,  convinced  her 
to  develop  a workshop  based  on 
Woolman’s  writings  that  could  be  shared 
with  Friends  around  the  West.  Findley 
chose  as  her  theme  “Living  from  Deep- 
Rooted  Trust:  Walking  with  John 
Woolman.”  After  gaining  appointments 
to  share  the  workshop  in  Boulder  and 
Reno,  Sullivan  asked  if  Logan  or  Salt 
Lake  Monthly  Meetings  would  be 
interested,  and  the  somewhat  isolated 
Utah  Quakers  jumped  at  the  chance  for 
an  evening  of  spiritual  enrichment. 
Findley  and  Sullivan  presented  the 
workshop  in  Logan  on  their  way  to 
Boulder  on  March  24  and  in  Salt  Lake 
City  on  the  way  back. 

Nine  Logan  Friends  attended  the 
workshop  at  the  home  of  LMM  members 
Cindy  Yurth  and  Eric  Swanson.  Findley 
asked  participants  to  remember  a time 
when  they  felt  safe  and  protected,  and  to 
proceed  from  that  space  when  seeking 
direction  from  the  Inner  Light.  We  took 
turns  reading  from  Woolman’s  journal 
and  sought  the  Light’s  guidance  in 
determining  the  next  step  in  each  of  our 


Rachel  Finley  (front  left)  and  Walter  Sullivan 
( center  back ) with  Logan  Friends 

lives.  Findley  likened  the  process  to 
looking  for  blazes  on  trees  to  find  an 
overgrown  trail  when  she  was  a girl 
canoeing  with  her  father.  “You  would  wait 
five  minutes,  and  then  suddenly  see  the 
next  blaze,”  she  told  the  gathered  Friends. 
“Then  when  you  reached  that  tree,  you 
would  wait  five  minutes  again  until  you 
saw  the  next  one.”  In  other  words,  since 
we  can’t  always  see  the  big  picture,  we 
have  to  trust  the  Light  to  reveal  one  step 
at  a time. 

Several  Friends  said  they  were  deeply 
moved  by  the  experience,  and  all  enjoyed 
the  chance  to  mine  the  richness  of  Quaker 
heritage  while  spending  spiritually 
strengthening  time  with  each  other  and 
the  visiting  Friends. 

It  was  also  an  opportunity  to  learn 
about  Ben  Lomond  Quaker  Center,  a 
venue  for  Quaker  retreats  and  conferences 
on  80  acres  of  beautiful  redwood  forest. 
Sullivan  cordially  welcomed  Intermountain 
Friends  to  visit  the  center  any  time  they  are 
in  northern  California. 

It  is  likely  that  Woolman,  with  his 
openness  to  the  promptings  of  the  Light 
(not  to  mention  a good  story),  would  have 
smiled  at  the  lucky  accident  of  geography 
that  led  to  such  a delightful  and  enriching 
evening.  Some  might  wonder  if  he  even 
had  a hand  in  it.  □ 


June  18-27,  2004.  Quaker  Service  Camp. 
Fun  through  service  for  Friends  in  8th- 10th 
grades.  Quaker  Center  staff  and  others. 
July  18-25, 2004  Quaker  Camp.  Our  week 
for  Friends  in  the  5th-7th  grades.  Quaker 
Center  staff  and  others. 

Aug  30-Sep  6,  2004. The  Annual 


Community  Workcamp.  Service,  through 
Spirit,  in  community.  David  Forbes. 

For  more  info,  contact  Ben  Lomond  Quaker 
Center,  PO  Box  686.  Ben  Lomond,  CA 
95005.  mail@quakercenter.org.  831-336- 
8333. 
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Peace  Books  for  Kids 


Lines  in  the  Sand: 
New  Writing  on 
War  and  Peace  is  a 
new  anthology  of 
writings  on  war 
and  peace  by  over 
135  published 
authors  and 
illustrators  from 
around  the  world. 
It  seeks  to  make 
children  aware  of 
the  human  cost  of 
war  and  to  consider  the  greater  benefits  of 
peace  and  non-violence.  Lines  in  the  Sand 
received  high  praise  from  the  British  press 
and  the  Bologna  International  Book  Fair 
following  its  June  publication  date  in 
Europe.  All  royalties  and  profits  will  go  to 
the  UNICEF  emergency  fund  for  Iraqi 
child  victims  of  the  current  conflict. 

On  Sunday,  November  23rd,  2003,  Los 
Angeles-based  contributing  authors  April 
Halprin  Wayland,  Ann  Whitford  Paul,  and 
Bruce  Balan  read  their  works  and  discussed 
their  efforts  as  artists  and  activists  for  peace 
at  the  office  of  the  American  Friends 
Service  Committee  in  Pasadena. 

Each  contribution  to  Lines  in  the  Sand 
depicts  a strong  anti-war  message  and 
visions  of  alternative  futures  in  a world  either 
without  war  or  still  devastated  by  it.  The 
idea  for  the  book  came  to  mother  and 
daughter  editors  Mary  Hoffman  and 
Rhiannon  Lassiter  last  March  in  response 
to  the  war  in  Iraq.  Lines  in  the  Sand  is 
published  in  the  United  States  and  Canada 
by  The  Disinformation  Company 
(www.disinfo.com). 

AFSC  hosted  this  book  presentation  as 
part  of  their  Middle  East  Peace  Education 
Program,  Anti-Recruitment  Campaign,  and 
Community  Reader  Program. 

Other  Recommended  Reading 
for  Children 

The  Healing  Heart,  a two-volume  set,  one 
subtitled  Families  and  the  other 
Communities , edited  by  Allison  M.  Cox  and 
David  H.  Albert.  These  books  reflect  the 
wisdom  of  66  storytellers,  healing  and 
human  service  professionals,  writers,  and 


April  Halprin  Wayland,  Bruce  Balan,  and 
Ann  Whitford  Paul - Photo  by  Jochen  Struck 


educators  on  six  continents  who  together 
make  storytelling  accessible  to  individuals, 
families  and  communities.  David  Albert,  a 
member  of  Olympia  (WA)  Meeting,  has 
frequently  published  his  stories  and  articles 
about  homeschooling  in  Friends  Bulletin 
and  other  magazines.  New  Society 
Publishers,  Cabriola  Island,  BC,  Canada. 
2003,  238  pp.  clothbound. 

Somewhere  Today:  A Book  of  Peace  by  Shelley 
Moore  Thomas  and  Eric  Futran  This  very 
simple,  affirming  prose  poem  asserts  that 
peace  begins  with  simple  gestures — acts  in 
which  any  child  might  take  part.  Thomas 
quietly  makes  readers  aware  of  the  kindness 
and  pleasures  around  us  that  help  promote 
peace.  Albert  Whitman,  2002,  24  pp., 
paperback  $6.95 

Love  is...  Adapted  from  the  King  James 
Bible,  illustrated  by  Wendy  Anderson 
Halperin.  Celebrated  illustrator  Wendy 
Halperin  lends  her  own  artistic  vision  to  I 
Corinthians  13  and  reasserts  Paul’s  message 
— that  the  love  we  express  can  best  be  seen 
in  our  attitudes  and  actions — for 
generations  to  come.  Simon  & Schuster, 
2003,  28  pp.,  paperback  $6.99. 

Araboolies  of  Liberty  Street  by  Sam  Swope, 
illustrated  by  Barry  Root.  The  kids  of 
Liberty  Street  join  forces  to  help  the 
Aabodies  whe  n naan  General  Bnch 
orders  to  have  them  removed  by  the  Army 
because  they  look  different.  Sunburst,  2001, 
32  pp.,  paperback  $5.95. 


Beatrice’s  Goat  by  Page  McBrier,  illustrated 
by  Lori  Lohstoeter.  “An  impoverished 
family  begins  to  flourish  after  receiving  a 
special  gift — of  the  four-legged  variety — in 
this  uplifting  picture  book  set  in  western 
Uganda.  Beatrice  longs  to  attend  school 
with  other  village  children,  but  instead  she 
must  tend  her  five  younger  siblings  and  help 
her  mother  in  the  fields.  Everything  starts 
to  change,  however,  when  Beatrice  and  her 
family  receive  a goat...  With  the  goat’s 
bounty,  the  family  soon  has  enough  money 
to  send  Beatrice  to  school.  McBrier’s  tale, 
inspired  by  actual  events,  succeeds  in 
demonstrating  the  positive  ripple  effect  of 
the  efforts  of  [the  Heifer  Project].” — 
Publishers  Weekly.  Simon  & Schuster,  2001, 
32  pp.,  clothbound  $16.00. 

Cain  and  Abel:  Finding  the  Fruits  of  Peace  by 
Sandy  Eisenberg  Sasso.  The  story  of  anger 
out  of  control  is  a familiar  one,  one  that  our 
children  see  replayed  every  day  in  our  society 
of  violence — whether  in  news  stories,  on 
television  or  on  the  playground.  This  book 
recasts  the  story  of  Cain  and  Abel  in  a way 
that  invites  adults’  and  kids’  conversations 
about  anger  and  how  we — grown  ups  and 
kids  alike — have  the  power  to  deal  with  it 
in  positive  or  negative  ways.  Jewish  Lights, 
2001,  32  pp.,  clothbound  $16.95. 

Common  Ground:  the  Water,  Earth  and  Air 
We  Share  by  Molly  Bang.  Bang’s  short 
picture  book  is  both  simple  and  ambitious 
as  it  presents  first  a parable  and  then  a string 
of  analogies  to  raise  awareness  and  provoke 
thought  about  the  consequences  of  our 
overusing  natural  resources.  Accompanied 
by  Bang’s  stunning  illustrations,  this  makes 
for  an  effective  book.  Scholastic,  1997,  32 
pp.,  clothbound  $12.95. 

Enemy  Pie  by  Derek  Munson,  illustrated  by 
Tara  Calahan  King.  “To  help  his  son  get  rid 
of  a perceived  ‘enemy,’  a wise  father  agrees 
to  bake  his  famous  Enemy  Pie.  The 
suspense  around  the  mysterious  pie  builds 
as  the  boy  fulfills  his  end  of  the  bargain  by 
spending  what  becomes  a very  enjoyable  day 
with  the  now-former  enemy.  This  sly  tale  is 
further  enhanced  by  warm  colored-pencil 
illustrations  featuring  goofy  globe-headed 
characters.” — Horn  Book.  Chronicle,  2000, 
40  pp.,  clothbound  $14.95. 

“Peace  Books,”  continued  on  p.  15 
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Quaker  Kids  Say  the  Darndest  Things 


by  Pat  Smith 

Claremont  (CA)  Meeting 

Teaching  the  young  ones  in  our 
Meeting,  I think  often  of  Art  Linkletter’s 
show  that  I watched  years  ago.  Because 
of  the  small  number  of  youth  and  lack  of 
volunteers,  we  meet  together  with  ages 
ranging  from  two  to  fourteen.  Most  of 
the  time  the  older  children  are  wonderful 
at  helping  the  young  ones  with  crafts  and 
games.  However,  there  are  hectic,  unruly 
days  when  I wonder  if  anyone  has  heard 
a word  I’ve  said. 

One  morning  when  the  kids  seemed 
especially  noisy  and  inattentive,  I was 
trying  to  get  the  group  to  understand  the 
concept  of  diversity.  As  I escorted  the 
children  in  to  join  the  adults  during  the 
final  ten  minutes  of  Meeting  for  Worship, 
I felt  quite  frustrated,  even  wondering, 
“Why  do  I bother  trying  to  teach  these 
kids?”.  After  we  settled  into  the  silence  a 
four  year  old  stood.  His  grandfather 
looked  anxious,  trying  to  decide  if  he 


should  grab  his  grandson  before  he  took 
off  running  around  the  room.  Instead, 
this  wise  little  boy  looked  up  at  the  ceiling 
and  said,  “I  have  brown  eyes  and 
Michael’s  eyes  are  blue,  but  that  doesn’t 
make  me  any  better  than  him.”  Then  he 
sat  back  down.  My  eyes  welled  with  tears 
as  I realized  that,  through  all  the  turmoil 
during  the  lesson,  some  ideas  still  got 
through. 

On  another  occasion,  I was  going 
through  my  normal  routine  with  the 
children  before  we  headed  into  Meeting 
for  Worship.  This  included  a moment  of 
stillness  and  a reminder  that  they  need 
to  be  quiet  when  they  enter  the  meeting 
room.  I emphasized  not  talking  aloud 
until  the  worship  had  ended.  After  the 
children  had  settled  into  their  parents’ 
arms,  an  elder  member  stood  to  minister. 
The  moment  this  white-haired 
gentleman  opened  his  mouth,  one  of  my 
littlest  ones  hissed  disapprovingly,  “Quiet 
— you’re  not  supposed  to  talk!”. 

Sometimes  I underestimate  the 
intelligence  of  our  children,  and  how 


much  they  pick  up  from  their  parents  and 
other  adults  in  the  meeting.  One  First 
Day,  shortly  before  the  start  of  the  Iraq 
war,  I taught  a lesson  on  cooperation.  We 
talked  about  the  fact  that  cooperation  is 
working  together,  and  discussed  various 
ways  of  cooperating.  The  children  spoke 
of  things  like  passing  the  ball  in  a 
basketball  game  rather  than  always  trying 
to  shoot.  Then  I asked  for  examples  of 
NOT  cooperating.  One  bright-eyed 
four-year-old  declared  loudly,  “Bush 
doesn’t  cooperate  with  the  UN.”  Once  I 
swallowed  my  laughter,  we  continued 
with  our  discussion;  and  I became  more 
aware  of  how  influential  our  speech  and 
actions  are  on  our  youth. 

Spending  time  with  these  amazing 
children  is  a blessing  and  I often  wonder 
who  is  the  REAL  teacher.  □ 

[If  you  have  stories  about  Quaker  children 
or  youth  that  you  think  are  worth  sharing, 
please  send  them  to  the  editor  at 
friendsbulletin@aol.  com.] 


“Peace  Books,”  continued  from  p.  14 

Feathers  and  Fools  by  Mem  Fox,  illustrated 
by  Nicholas  Wilton.  A story  of  two  flocks 
of  birds  who  begin  to  fear  each  other  because 
of  their  differences.  The  fear  grows,  and 
soon  the  birds  become  enemies,  hoarding 
weapons  to  protect  themselves — until  panic 
strikes  and  the  chance  for  peace  is  lost 
forever.  This  book  is  a powerful  cautionary 
tale.  Harcourt,  2000,  32  pp.,  paperback 
$6.00. 

These  and  many  other  books  for  children 
may  be  ordered  through  the  Friends  General 
Conference  Online  Bookstore  at  http:// 
www.quakerbooks.org.  or  1216  Arch  St., 
Philadelphia,  PA  19107.  Phone:  800-966- 
4556  (9  AM-4:30  PM  EST).  Pendle  Hill 
also  has  a catalogue  of  children’s  books  that 
can  be  ordered  through  http:// 
www.pendlehill.org/bookstore.html. 


CONSTRUCTIVE  SPIRIT 

QUAKERS  IN  REVOLUTIONARY  RUSSIA 

by  DAVID  MCFADDEN,  CLAIRE  GORFINIvEI. 
& SERGEI  NIKITIN 


“ I have  worked. . . to  give  constructive  relief. . . 

that  my  work  might  be  to  these  innocent  people  a living  testimony 

of  justice,  Christianity,  and  the  spirit  of  Friends  Service.  ” 

- Nancy  Babb,  1 925 


In  the  aftermath  of  WWI,  the  newly- formed  American  Friends  Service  Committee 
sent  a team  of  six  women  to  join  their  British  counterparts  helping  refugees  in 
Russia.  Quakers  stayed  on  through  famine  and  the  early  years  of  the  Bolshevik 
revolution.  CONSTRUCTIVE  SPIRIT  includes  first-hand  narratives  of  their 
courageous  adventures  in  the  context  of  controversies  about  American  attitudes 
towards  the  emerging  Communist  nation  and  issues  of  ‘service’  vs.  ‘witness’  that 
the  relief  organizations  continue  exploring  to  this  day.  An  extraordinary  addition  to 
Friends’  history! 


232  pp.  35  original  photographs  $16.95  + tax  & handling 
Now  available  from  Intentional  Productions 
PO  Box  94814,  Pasadena,  CA  91109 
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Worshipping  on  the  Sidewalk 

In  the  Midst  of  a Busy  Demonstration, 
a Friend  Is  Led  to  Silent  Reflection  on  Rachel  Corrie, 
Young  American  Peace  Activist  Killed  in  Israel/Palestine 


by  John  Hefding 

San  Francisco  (CA)  Meeting 

For  many  of  us,  this  past  year  has  been 
one  of  protest  and  political  activism. 
The  vast  majority  of  it  understandably 
focused  on  events  in  Iraq.  But  as  the  first 
year  of  war  and  occupation  came  to  pass, 
I found  myself  drawn  back  to  the 
anniversary  of  another  event — the  death 
of  Rachel  Corrie,  the  courageous  young 
activist  from  Washington  State  who 
tragically  lost  her  life  in  a confrontation 
with  an  Israeli  Army  bulldozer  in  Gaza 
on  March  16,  2003. 

I recently  took  out  a journal  entry  I 
recorded  after  a vigil  held  for  Rachel 
Corrie  in  San  Francisco  the  day  after  her 
death.  In  the  rereading  I reconnected  with 
the  spiritual  quickening  I experienced  at 
that  sidewalk  vigil. 

So  I offer  this  account  as  an  example 
of  one  Quaker’s  fledgling  steps  on  a 
journey  of  spiritual  activism.  And  I offer 
it  as  a pledge  of  remembrance  and  respect 
for  the  sacrifice  made  by  this  young 
woman  and  in  recognition  of  how,  even 
at  a distance,  a life  courageously  and 
faithfully  lived  can  reverberate  in  the 
souls  of  others. 

March  17, 2003.  I awoke  to  pictures 
in  the  San  Francisco  Chronicle  of  a young 
woman  in  a bright  red  jacket  standing  in 
front  of  a line  of  houses  in  Gaza.  She 
had  a bullhorn  to  her  mouth  pointed  in 
the  direction  of  a sinister-looking 
machine — an  Israeli  armored  bulldozer. 
The  story  accompanying  the  photo  told 
of  how  the  bulldozer  operator,  for 
whatever  reason,  failed  to  stop  and  how 
this  activist,  Rachael  Corrie,  had  failed 
to  get  out  of  its  way  in  time.  She  was 
covered  by  earth  pushed  up  by  the 
bulldozer’s  massive  steel  blade  and  run 
over  twice  by  the  advancing  and  then 


Mourner  at  Vigil  - AP  Photo 


retreating  caterpillar  tracks.  Amazingly, 
she  was  dug  out  of  the  ground  still  alive, 
rushed  to  a Palestinian  hospital,  but  died 
soon  after  of  massive  internal  injuries. 

Somehow  this  story  hit  home — a 
young  woman  from  the  Pacific 
Northwest,  the  same  part  of  the  country 
I’d  hailed  from,  and  a young  activist  so 
similar  to  the  courageous  peacemakers  I 
know,  worry  about,  and  pray  for. 

When  I heard  that  a gathering  was 
planned  for  5 p.m.  at  the  Israeli 
Consulate,  I jumped  onto  an  North  Judah 
streetcar  headed  for  downtown  San 
Francisco.  Reaching  downtown,  I got  off 
the  streetcar  and  headed  up  Montgomery 
Street  against  a stream  of  homeward- 
bound  commuters.  After  a few  blocks,  I 
came  upon  a crowd  in  front  of  the 
skyscraper  housing  the  Israeli  consulate 
many  floors  above. 


On  the  sidewalk  and  spilling  partly 
into  the  street  were  a hundred  or  so 
people  of  all  walks  of  life  and  with  many 
different  takes  on  the  why’s  and  the  what 
now’s  of  Rachel  Corrie’s  death.  Friends 
offering  speeches  of  remembrance 
(“Thank  you  for  your  courage,  Rachel”). 
Speeches  against  the  occupation  of 
Palestine,  against  the  pending  Iraqi  war, 
against  US  aid  to  Israel.  Signs 
condemning  Caterpillar  Tractors  and 
capitalism.  Activists  overheard 
complaining  that  a crowd  only  gathers  for 
the  death  of  a blond  US  college  girl  rather 
than  for  the  thousands  of  Palestinians 
who  had  died  before  her.  Pictures  of  the 
last  moments  of  this  girl’s  life — the  most 
shocking  one  of  her  on  the  ground  in  the 
tracks  of  the  retreating  bulldozer,  her 
head  cradled  in  the  arms  of  a fellow 
protestor  as  blood  drips  out  of  the  corner 
of  her  mouth  and  her  vacant  eyes  stare 
skyward.  A brief  verbal  confrontation 
erupts  with  counter-protestors  across  the 
street  (“Shame  on  you  ...  Traitors  ..  .Nuke 
‘em  all”).  TV  news  cameras,  bullhorns, 
police  motorcycles  and  buses  growling  by, 
all  mixing  in  with  the  shouts,  claps,  and 
conversations. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  program,  one 
of  the  organizers  asks  for  a moment  of 
silence.  There  was  so  much  commotion 
that  even  with  the  assistance  of  a 
bullhorn,  he  is  hard  to  hear  or  pay 
attention  to.  After  a brief  moment  of 
silence,  another  speaker  takes  the 
bullhorn  and  continues  to  speak. 

That  was  the  scene.  I felt  shock, 
sadness,  guilt,  and  despair  in  that 
moment.  Somehow  all  this  energy  and 
activity  wasn’t  what  I needed  or  felt  this 
young  woman’s  soul  needed.  This  vigil 
turned  political  protest  didn’t  feel  like  the 
place  for  me  to  be. 
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But  that  feeling  disappeared  with  the 
realization  that  what  I wanted  to  do  was 
stay  and  worship.  I felt  a sudden  need  to 
try  and  hold  a sacred  space  for  Rachel 
Corrie,  for  all  the  courageous 
peacemakers  in  the  world,  right  there  and 
then  on  that  sidewalk.  I turned  to 
another  Quaker  I’d  seen  in  the  crowd  and 
asked  if  he  wanted  to  worship  in  front  of 
the  impromptu  shrine  of  flowers  and 
blown-out  candles  near  the  front  of  the 
crowd.  This  Friend  said  he  wished  he 
could,  but  was  late  for  another  event,  and 
had  to  leave. 

I hesitated  for  a moment, 
remembering  John  Punshon’s  comment 
at  FGC:  “a  solitary  Quaker  is  an 
oxymoron.”  Should  I sit  down  on  the 
sidewalk  and  worship  alone?  Did  I have 
any  chance  of  holding  a silence  space  in 
this,  the  antithesis  of  the  meetinghouse 
worship  room? 

But  it  came  to  me  that  I could  pray 
and  that  somehow  I wasn’t  going  to  be 
alone.  I was  given  a sense  that  my  own 
inner  silence  and  intent  might  far 
outweigh  the  cacophony  of  the  moment. 
I moved  forward. 

Maneuvering  through  the  crowd,  I 
sat  down  on  the  sidewalk  next  to  the 
flower  bouquets  and  protest  signs  (“We 
thought  we  had  an  agreement  that  they 
weren’t  going  to  kill  us”).  I took  out  my 
small  aluminum-encased  candle  lantern, 
fresh  from  use  the  previous  night  at  the 
Iraq  War  protest  in  front  of  City  Hall. 
Struggling  with  the  wind,  I lit  the  candle 
and  placed  it  in  front  of  my  crossed  legs. 

I closed  my  eyes  and  began  to  pray. 
More  precisely,  I started  to  look  for  this 
woman’s  soul,  for  her  eternal  essence 
somewhere,  maybe  even  here  amidst  all 
that  was  going  on.  As  my  concentration 
deepened,  the  street  noise  and  the 
conversations  and  the  crinkling  of  the 
cellophane  wrapping  the  flowers  faded 
into  white  noise — the  sound  of  an  urban 
river  rushing  through  the  Montgomery 
Street  canyon. 

The  first  ten  minutes  I went 
unnoticed  except  when  someone 
stumbled  around  me.  My  head  down  and 
my  eyes  closed,  I was  centering, 
searching,  listening.  I felt  a new  presence. 
I looked  up  and  on  the  other  side  of  the 


lantern,  another  soul  had  joined  me  on 
the  sidewalk. 

A woman  was  facing  me  with  her 
head  bowed.  After  a few  minutes  she 
started  gently  crying.  She  dabbed  her  eyes 
with  a wadded  up  tissue.  She  had  a young 
face  and  blond  hair.  She  seemed  about 
the  same  age  as  Rachel  and  even  looked 
like  the  ‘before’  pictures  of  Rachel. 

For  some  time  we  shared  this  sacred 
spot  on  the  concrete,  candle  flame  at  its 
center  and  enclosed  by  a forest  of  legs. 
After  a half  an  hour  or  so  she  moved  to 
leave.  We  met  one  another’s  gaze,  clasped 
hands,  and  she  said,  “Thank  you  for  this.” 
I replied,  “Thank  you,  friend.”  Nothing 
else  was  said.  She  stood,  turned,  and 
disappeared  from  my  sight. 

My  focus  came  back  to  lantern, 
hands  cupped  around  the  top  in  an 
attempt  to  warm  my  fingers.  The  crowd 
by  now  had  started  to  dissipate.  Maybe  a 
half  dozen  or  so  people  were  still  milling 
around  discussing  the  politics  of  Palestine 
and  trying  to  figure  out  which  flowers  to 
leave  and  whether  the  signs  could  be 
reused  elsewhere.  Somehow  I wasn’t 
released  from  my  spot  on  the  sidewalk. 

As  the  final  few  folks  moved  to  go, 
one  of  them  bent  down  next  to  me  and 
asked,  “Who  are  you?  Are  you  with  the 
Solidarity  Movement?  Did  you  know 
Rachel?”  I responded  that  I was  a Quaker 
and  though  I didn’t  know  Rachel  I was 
praying  for  her  and  for  other  peacemakers 
I knew.  “A  Quaker?”  “Yes,”  I responded. 
“Really?  ...  Hmmm,  good,  good  for  you 
...  Thank  you.” 

Then  it  was  just  the  lantern  and  me. 
By  now  the  sun  had  fallen  behind 
Telegraph  Hill  and  the  cold  and  shadows 
had  deepened.  The  street  and  sidewalk 
traffic  had  thinned  considerably  as  it  was 
past  rush  hour  and  the  financial  district 
is  not  a place  people  hang  around  any 
longer  than  their  jobs  demand.  The  wind 
was  picking  up,  but  the  flame  was  well 
protected  so  I sat  and  kept  praying. 

Now  and  then  individuals  or  small 
groups  of  people  would  walk  by  headed 
elsewhere.  Their  conversations  seemed 
to  die  down  as  they  passed  in  front  of  me 
and  the  small  candle-lit  shrine.  A few 
paused  to  read  the  signs  and  look  at  the 
pictures  (“oh  yes,  this  is  for  the  girl  who 


tried  to  stop  the  bulldozer”).  A couple  of 
times  the  building  guard  looked  around 
the  corner  to  check,  I imagine,  if  anyone 
was  still  there,  and  upon  seeing  me  he’d 
go  back  inside  the  lobby. 

I’d  sat  “alone”  for  twenty  minutes  or 
so  before  a young  man  rode  up  on  a 
bicycle.  He  stopped  in  front  of  me.  No 
words  were  exchanged  as  he  looked 
around.  Getting  off  his  bike,  he  locked 
it  to  the  railing  behind  the  small  marble 
planter  box  that  was  serving  as  the 
platform  for  the  makeshift  shrine.  He 
sat  down  a ways  behind  me.  I couldn’t 
see  him  but  I felt  accompanied  by  him  in 
the  silence  as  the  street  darkened  and  the 
passersby  dwindled. 

Once  again  I returned  my  attention 
to  the  lantern.  Its  flame  was  still  strong, 
but  I began  to  consider  how  much  longer 
the  candle  would  last — how  much  longer 
would  /last?  I’d  been  sitting  cross-legged 
on  the  cement  for  more  than  an  hour. 
Surprisingly  my  40-something  body 
wasn’t  complaining  or  even  very  cold. 
Maybe  I should  stay  until  the  candle 
burnt  out?  Maybe  I should  stay  all  night 
and  be  there  when  the  consulate  staff 
returned?  Maybe  I should  just  wait  for 
my  current  cyclist  friend  to  leave  and  then 
I could  as  well?  Somewhat 
uncharacteristically,  I re-centered  and 
went  back  into  prayer  and  asked  the  Spirit 
to  instruct  me. 

After  another  half  hour  or  so,  it  came 
to  me  that  this  wasn’t  about  setting  an 
endurance  record.  It  was  about  holding 
sacred  space  for  spirit,  for  Rachel,  and  that 
the  amount  of  time  it  was  held  really 
wasn’t  the  issue.  That  came  as  well  as  a 
sense  of  my  responsibility  to  the  class  I 
was  teaching  tomorrow  and  the  lecture 
I’d  still  not  written.  I felt  my  body  and 
mind  ease.  I sat  for  another  few  minutes 
and  then  prepared  to  leave.  I said  a final 
prayer  for  Rachel  Corrie,  bent  forward, 
and  blew  out  the  candle. 

Rising  to  my  feet  and  turning  to  walk 
away,  I saw  the  cyclist  still  there  with  his 
head  bowed.  I took  a few  steps  away,  but 
then  stopped  and  turned  back  towards 
him  and  the  shrine.  I was  confused  on 
whether  I was  really  supposed  to  go. 

As  I stood  pondering  what  to  do, 
lantern  dangling  from  my  hand,  two 
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women  approached  from  across  the 
street.  They  came  up  and  stood  where 
moments  before  I’d  been  seated  in  prayer. 
Scarves  covered  their  heads  and  they 
spoke  softly  to  one  another  in  what 
sounded  like  Arabic.  They  read  the  signs 
and  looked  at  the  pictures. 

And  then  they  started  to  straighten 
things  up — rearranging  the  flowers  and 
working  to  secure  the  signs  and  pictures 
from  the  wind.  I felt  as  if  I was  watching 
women  coming  to  prepare  a body  for  burial, 
or  family  members  coming  to  tend  a 
gravesite.  And  with  that  act  of  care  and 
respect,  I knew  that  I had  been  released. 

My  First 

’Rep  Com”  Meeting 

by  Amy  Runge  Gaffney 

Chico  (CA)  Meeting 

I’d  like  to  share  with  you  something 
of  my  first  experience  as  Chico  Friends 
Meeting’s  representative  to  the 
Representative  Committee  (otherwise 
known  as  “Rep  Com”)  meeting  of  Pacific 
Yearly  Meeting,  2004. 

Ministry  during  the  opening  period 
of  worship  was  deeply  nurturing.  We 
were  reminded  of  the  admonition  to  “be 
not  anxious.”  (Our  clerk  later  expressed 
a particular  appreciation  of  this 
reminder.)  We  were  also  reminded  of  the 
need  to  be  tender  with  one  another  as 
we  all  have  private  struggles  which  we 
inevitably  bring  to  this  work  together, 
called  as  we  are  to  be  present  with  our 
whole  selves  in  the  light  of  the  eternal. 
In  honor  of  that  ministry,  I’d  like  to  give 
you  something  of  a sense  of  my 
experience  as  a whole. 

I felt  alone,  and  I felt  my  own 
inadequacy  in  meeting  the  standards  and 
expectations  of  others.  I also  felt  met  with 
much  warm  hospitality  by  members  of 
Orange  Grove  Meeting  (Pasadena,  CA), 
and  was  aware  of  the  presence  of  many 
fine  people  in  the  gathering  whom  I 
would  be  blessed  to  know  better. 

Through  the  day,  I noticed  what 
seemed  to  be  a difference  between  some 
of  the  younger  leadership  and  some  of 
the  older  leadership:  the  younger 
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I went  over  to  my  fellow  friend  in 
prayer.  He  looked  up  and  we  shook 
hands.  He  too  seemed  to  be  Rachel’s  age. 
I asked  him  if  he  knew  her.  He  said  no, 
but  that  he  was  a graduate  of  the  same 
college  (Evergreen  College  in  Olympia, 
Washington)  and  was  a friend  of  friends. 
I shared  my  sorrow  about  her  death  and 
my  respect  for  her  courage.  He  shared 
his  surprise  that  it  hadn’t  happened 
before  (“the  settlers  had  already  shot  at 
their  feet”).  I nodded  my  agreement  and 
said,  “Spirit  will  hold  her.”  He  nodded 
his  agreement  and  closed  his  eyes  as  he 
again  lowered  his  head.  I turned  and 

leadership  seemed  more  often  possessed 
of  a righteous  certainty,  whereas  the  older 
leadership  seemed  more  often  possessed 
of  humility.  I took  this  as  a sign  of  growth 
in  the  Spirit.  (But  maybe  I’m  just  getting 
old.) 

Our  clerk  was  tender  and  responsive 
to  the  movements  of  the  group,  somehow 
managing  to  keep  track  of  the  many 
things  expressed  while  helping  us  to 
remain  focused,  stay  grounded  in  worship 
and  move  forward  in  unity. 

I most  enjoyed  the  time  for 
afternoon  worship-sharing.  I liked  the 
opportunity  for  deeper  sharing  that 
worship-sharing  provides,  as  well  as  the 
opportunity  to  get  to  know  individuals 
better  and  to  gain  more  of  a sense  of  their 
thoughts  and  feelings  on  things.  At  the 
same  time,  I also  missed  not  having  more 
opportunity  during  general  time  together 
to  hear  others  express  what  was  “burning 
in  their  hearts” — as  our  clerk  referred  to 
the  Spirit’s  life  within  us. 

I was  interested  in  most  of  the 
committee  reports,  particularly  those 
dealing  with  Pacific  Yearly  Meeting’s 
finances  and  structures,  as  well  as  on  the 
possibility  of  the  yearly  meeting  being 
split  in  two. 

Because  my  meeting  had  asked  me 
to  bring  back  information  on  Pacific 
Yearly  Meeting’s  finances  and  structures, 
as  well  as  on  the  possibility  of  the  yearly 
meeting  being  split  in  two,  I gathered 
what  information  I could  in  my  brief  time 
there.  In  private  conversations,  I was 
given  several  reasons  wny  PYM  dues  are 
considerably  greater  than  CPQM  dues. 
PYM  has  a number  of  expenses  unique 


headed  down  Montgomery  towards  the 

North  Judah  and  home. 

***** 

I was  moved  to  sit  in  prayer  that 
chilly  March  evening  for  Rachel  Corrie 
and  because  of  the  aching  in  my  own 
soul.  I wasn’t  thinking  about  how 
holding  that  public,  sacred  space  might 
affect  others.  Nor  was  I thinking  about 
how  that  experience  would  stay  with  and 
change  me.  Public  worship  was 
something  the  early  Quakers  were  often 
eager  to  do.  It  is  a gift  I feel  today’s 
Quakers  should  offer  the  world,  offer 
ourselves — now  more  than  ever.  □ 

to  the  yearly  meeting,  including  the 
following: 

1)  PYM  reimburses  travel  expenses 
to  its  representatives. 

2)  PYM  donates  to  other  Quaker 
organizations,  including  a sizeable 
subsidy  to  Friends  Bulletin. 

3)  PYM  send  representatives  to 
other  Quaker  organizations,  as  well 
as  to  member  meetings  outside  the 
continental  US. 

In  regard  to  splitting  the  Yearly 
Meeting  in  two,  one  person  suggested  to 
me  that  the  southern  quarter  would  resist 
this,  in  part  because  the  southern  quarter 
feels  in  need  of  the  leadership  that  the 
northern  quarter  provides. 

In  our  sharing  regarding  having  a 
permanent  site  for  PYM,  I resonated 
with  the  suggestions  that  we  first  ask — 

• what  do  we  most  seek  in  our 
experience  of  PYM? 

• what  are  our  deepest  needs? 

• what  work  is  God  calling  us  to? 
After  responding  to  these  questions, 

we  might  then  implement  whatever 
structures,  programs  or  strategies  help  us 
do  this  work. 

Overall,  while  I did  get  a bit  of  water 
up  my  nose  (metaphorically  speaking),  my 
first  baptism  in  the  waters  of  committee 
work  on  the  yearly  meeting  level  held  the 
promise  of  new  life-giving  relationships 
ahead.  As  someone  who  is  easily  pulled 
away  from  the  Spirit’s  prompting  by  what 
I want  to  do,  or  think  I should  do,  I hope 
we’ll  keep  reminding  one  another  in 
developing  these  relationships  to  first  pay 
heed  to  what  is  burning  in  our  hearts.  □ 
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“Dragon  Pearl,”  continued  from  p.  11 

Johnny  climbed  down  from  the  little 
dragon’s  back  and  put  an  arm  around  Mei 
Li’s  neck.  “Of  course  I’ll  help,”  he 
said. “We’ve  already  looked  everywhere,” 
huffed  Lloyd,  “but  I guess  we  could  do  it 
again.” 

“Well,”  said  Johnny,  “my  Mama  says 
that  if  you  can’t  find  something,  stop 
looking  and  start  cleaning  up.  And  it 
really  works.”  They  all  looked  around  at 
the  jumble  of  rocks  and  toys  and  dragon- 
treasure  on  the  hillside. 

“Let’s  get  going,”  said  the  little 
dragon.  “Johnny  has  real  good  ideas.” 

Pretty  soon,  there  were  several  neat 
piles  of  toys  as  the  dragons  helped  each 
other  clean  their  play  area. 


“Oh,  look,”  cried  the  little  dragon 
suddenly,  “I  found  the  pearl.  It  was  over 
here  under  this  silver  mask.” 

“Oh,  now  I remember  putting  it  there 
so  it  would  be  safe,”  said  Mei  Li,  blushing  a 
little.  Her  usual  delicate  mint  green  turned 
to  forest  green  on  her  cheeks. 

“And  here’s  my  doll,”  called  another 
dragon  from  across  the  field.  “ She’s  been 
missing  for  a long  time.” 

Mei  Li  said,  “I  have  to  take  my 
Daddy’s  pearl  back  to  him  right  away. 
He’ll  still  be  mad  but  he  always  says  the 
punishment  will  be  less  if  I tell  the 
truth.” 

“My  Daddy  says  that,  too,”  said 
Johnny.  They  smiled  at  each  other  and 
then  she  shimmered  and  was  gone. 


“I  have  to  go,  too,”  said  Johnny, 
remembering  that  he  hadn’t  had  breakfast  yet. 

“Maybe  you  can  come  back  some  time 
and  play  warp  tag  with  us,”  said  Lloyd. 

“That  would  be  fun,”  said  Johnny  as 
he  climbed  on  the  little  dragon’s  back. 

Soon,  he  was  standing  in  his  room. 
He  could  barely  see  the  little  dragon 
peeking  through  the  warp. 

“Now  that  I know  where  you  live,” 
said  the  dragon,  “I’ll  come  visit  you  again. 
I’m  glad  you’re  my  friend.” 

Johnny  smiled  and  waved  goodbye. 
“Me  too,”  he  said. 

The  dragon  disappeared  and  Johnny 
followed  the  smell  of  pancakes  down  the 
stairs  to  breakfast.  I wonder  what  I’ll  find 
when  I clean  my  room  today,  he  thought.  □ 
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Stephen  Schenck  Jones 

Stephen  S.  Jones  was  born  in 
Philadelphia  in  1914,  a 12th  generation 
descendent  of  one  of  the  original  pilgrims 
who  sailed  from  England  on  the  Mayflower 
in  1620.  After  graduating  from 
Germantown  Friends  High  School  in 
Philadelphia,  Steve  attended  Cornell 
University  as  an  undergraduate,  and  then 
the  University  of  Michigan,  where  he 
earned  the  Master’s  degree  which  prepared 
him  for  his  work  in  the  fields  of  nuclear 
and  solar  energy  and  energy  conservation. 

This  background  also  gave  him 
insights  into  the  negative  aspects  of  the 
Strategic  Defense  Initiative  which  led  to  the 
pamphlet  he  wrote  in  the  1980s  outlining 
the  limitations  of  the  so-called  “Star  Wars” 
program. 

His  professional  interest  in  energy 
conservation  went  hand-in-hand  with  his 
love  of  nature  and  living  things.  He 
shared  these  values  with  his  children  as 
they  camped,  hiked,  skied,  sailed  and 
climbed  mountains  together.  After  Steve 
married  Elizabeth  Israel  in  1973,  the  two 
of  them  went  on  many  memorable  nature 
excursions.  Steve’s  athletic  abilities 
exhibited  his  well-known  trait  of 
persistence:  he  climbed  Mt.  Rainier  at  the 
age  of  50,  and  once  completed  a race  on  a 
cinder  running  track  with  just  one  shoe, 


not  stopping  after  the  other  one  had  fallen 
off. 

Steve  spent  his  later  years  actively 
working  to  create  the  conditions  for  a world 
based  in  peace,  justice  and  the  absence  of 
nuclear  weapons. 

The  letters  he  wrote,  the  protest 
marches,  the  civil  disobedience  with  its 
consequent  arrests,  all  gave  public 
expression  to  his  convictions. 

Not  always  serious,  he  is  also 
remembered  for  the  sweetness  of  his 
presence  and  the  humor  he  voiced  at 
unexpected  times. 

Steve  was  a long-time  member  of  the 
Religious  Society  of  Friends,  in  San  Jose, 
Santa  Cruz,  and  finally  at  Friends  House 
in  Santa  Rosa,  CA.  He  served  on  the  Board 
of  Directors  of  Ben  Lomond  Quaker 
Center  and  was  active  in  the  Friends  Unity 
with  Nature  committee  and  with 
EarthLight  Magazine.  He  was  Clerk  of  San 
Jose  Monthly  Meeting,  and  n the  Santa 
Cruz  Monthly  Meeting,  he  served  on  its 
Peace  and  Social  Order  Committee  and  was 
its  Friends  Committee  on  National 
Legislation  liaison  for  many  years. 

Steve  passed  away  at  the  age  of  89  on 
September  16,  2003  in  Santa  Rosa  after  a 
protracted  struggle  with  Parkinson’s  disease. 
Preceded  in  death  by  his  son  Stephen 
Hawkins  Jones  and  his  first  wife  Marjorie, 
lie  is  survived  by  his  wife  Elizabeth,  his  twin 
sister  Elizabeth,  his  older  daughter 
Elizabeth  and  her  children  Hari,  Kenneth 
and  Lotus,  and  by  his  daughter  and  son- 
in-law  Peggy  and  Ron  Snow  and  their 
children  Stacy,  Sarah  and  Spencer.  □ 


Genevieve  Nowlin 

Genevieve  Helen  Nowlin,  a beloved 
member  of  Santa  Barbara  Friends 
Meeting,  was  born  on  December  5,  1910, 
in  Los  Angeles,  California,  to  Charles 
Frederick  Nowlin  and  Alice  Banks  Nowlin, 
the  third  of  four  children.  She  attended 
Santa  Barbara  Friends  Meeting  for  many 
years  before  becoming  a member  in  1983. 
She  died  on  November  22, 2003,  in  Santa 
Barbara,  California,  at  92. 

Genevieve  grew  up  in  Los  Angeles  and 
in  Southern  California  on  ranches  her 
family  owned.  She  credits  her  mother  with 
her  introduction  to  pacifism.  She  was  active 
in  the  American  Baptist  church  as  a youth 
leader  for  20  years. 

During  WWII  she  was  a pacifist  and 
became  a peace  activist;  during  that  time 
she  was  the  director  of  the  Southern 
California  Junior  Red  Cross  for  the  Los 
Angeles  school  system.  Her  first  contact 
with  Quakers  was  with  the  American 
Friends  Service  Committee  during  WWII; 
she  was  an  ardent  supporter  of  AFSC 
throughout  her  life,  crediting  Robert  Vogel 
as  one  of  her  mentors. 

As  a young  woman  Genevieve  studied 
voice;  to  develop  her  breath  for  singing  she 
began  to  practice  yoga,  a practice  she 
continued  for  the  rest  of  her  life.  Upon  the 
sudden  death  of  her  father  in  1942,  she  had 
to  take  over  the  family  investment  and  land 
businesses.  She  successfully  managed  these 
for  60  years. 

After  WWII  Genevieve  went  to 
UCLA,  graduated  with  a degree  in  English, 
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earned  a teaching  credential,  and  began  her 
teaching  career  in  Pasadena.  She  moved  to 
Santa  Barbara  in  1956,  where  she  taught 
English  and  literature  at  Santa  Barbara 
High  school  for  over  15  years.  Upon 
retirement  at  61,  she  devoted  her  energies 
to  actively  and  generously  supporting  her 
many  local,  national  and  international  peace 
and  social  justice  interests.  She  was  a strong 
advocate  for  providing  opportunities  for 
young  people,  education,  peace, 
environmental  issues,  international 
relations,  and  many  local  Santa  Barbara 
non-profit  organizations.  She  was 
instrumental  in  founding  the  United 
Nations  Association  in  Santa  Barbara  and 
served  that  organization  for  many  years. 

Genevieve  traveled  widely  on  all 
continents  of  the  world,  including 
Antarctica.  In  1982  she  participated  in  the 
Volga  River  Peace  Cruise  through  Russia, 
and  in  1986  she  invited  USSR  citizens  for 
a similar  trip  down  the  Mississippi  River. 

For  16  years  she  staffed  the  peace  table 
in  front  of  the  SB  Museum  of  Art.  She 
worked  toward  abolishing  nuclear  weapons, 
participated  in  Quaker  vigils  against  the 
death  penalty,  and  during  the  2003  Iraq  war 
she  stood  once  a week  in  silent  vigil  with 
the  local  group  Santa  Barbara  in  Black, 

Call  to  Intermountain 
Yearly  Meeting,  2004 

We  invite  Friends  to  the  annual 
gathering  of  Intermountain  Yearly 
Meeting  at  Ghost  Ranch,  near  Abiquiu, 
New  Mexico,  from  June  6th  through  June 
13th,  2004. 

Our  guest  and  plenary  speaker  is  John 
Calvi,  a Quaker  healer  whose  ministry  is  to 
help  people  who  have  survived  trauma  find 
release  from  physical  and  emotional  pain. 
John,  a certified  therapist,  is  a member  of 
Putney  Monthly  Meeting  in  Vermont.  In 
consultation  with  John,  we  have  chosen  as 
the  theme  of  Yearly  Meeting:  Healing  and 
Being  Healed:  Touching  the  Divine  and 
Touching  Each  Other. 

John  will  pose  to  us  the  questions, 
“How  does  one  bring  Quakerism  into  one’s 
being?  There  are  among  us  Friends  and  non- 
Friends  whose  capacity  to  center  and  radiate 
Fight  has  grown  over  the  years  of  practice, 
work  and  obstacles.  What  are  the  markers 
along  that  path?  How  does  one  enhance 
Divine  contact  and  with  what  consequence? 
H ow  do  we  recognize  Friends  whose 


which  grew  out  of  the  Women  in  Black 
movement. 

By  her  own  account,  she  never  outgrew 
her  activism,  which  did  not  diminish  with 
years.  She  continued  to  be  active  until 
shortly  before  her  death.  In  November 
1997,  Genevieve  was  given  a Fifetime 
Achievement  Award  by  the  Santa  Barbara 
News-Press  for  her  dedication  to 
community  service.  In  October  2003,  she 
was  given  a Community  Peace  Hero  Award 
by  the  Nuclear  Age  Peace  Foundation  of 
Santa  Barbara. 

Genevieve  did  not  marry.  She  is 
survived  by  two  sisters,  Mary  Ellen  Nowlin 
Hudspeth  of  Sun  City  West,  Arizona  and 
Alysmae  Nowlin  Schultz,  of  Pahrump, 
Nevada;  she  was  predeceased  by  her  older 
brother  Edward  Nowlin.  Genevieve  was  a 
loving  aunt  to  three  generations  of  nieces  and 
nephews,  and  she  trained  her  niece  Mary  Ellen 
Pitman  of  Mesa,  Arizona  to  continue  the 
management  of  the  family  businesses. 

We  will  remember  Genevieve  for  her 
mischievous  sense  of  humor,  the  twinkle 
in  her  eye,  her  forthright  manner  in 
expressing  her  opinions,  her  activism,  and 
her  generosity.  She  came  regularly  to 
Meeting,  and  said  she  felt  great  joy  in 
the  living  silence  of  Quaker  meeting.  □ 

spiritual  life  influences  those  around  them 
simply  by  their  being?  Is  there  an  essence 
to  Quaker  spiritual  life  that  all  our  forms 
rest  upon  and  that  we  occasionally  stray 
from?  How  does  one  reach  the  Essence  that 
changes  one’s  life?”  After  speaking  with 
Friends  of  a certain  age  for  the  past  two 
years,  John  will  share  what  he  has  learned 
from  those  elders. 

Healing  , when  examined,  has  a much 
deeper  and  richer  meaning  than  first  meets 
the  eye.  James  Pym,  a British  Quaker, 
writes: 

“...Healing  includes  many  arts  and 
sciences.  There  is  the  art  of  listening, 
the  art  of  smiling,  the  art  of  empathy, 
of  knowing  what  people  need. ..Then 
there  is  the  healing  that  comes  through 
prayer  in  its  various  forms,  through  the 
laying  on  of  hands,  through  music  and 
dance,  painting  and  colour,  through 
communion  with  and  understanding  of 
the  world  of  nature,  and  through 
friendship.”  (BYM  F&P  #21.72) 

We  ask  Friends  to  meditate  on  two 
queries  in  preparation  tor  Yearly  Meeting: 


Friendly  Responses 


Prison  Inmate 

Condemns  Three  Strikes  Law 

Dear  Editor:  I’m  responding  to  your 
classified  ad  in  Quaker  Life  and  would  like 
a free  sample  copy  of  your  magazine.  I 
used  to  attend  Whittier  First  Friends 
Church,  maybe  twenty  miles  north  of 
Torrance. 

The  California  Three  Strikes  Faw  is 
horrendous!  The  same  bit  of  stupidity  on 
my  part  that  cost  me  39  months  in  1990 
has  me  serving  a 41-year  sentence  in 
1995.  At  38,  I’m  just  young  enough  to 
survive  every  day  of  it  and  parole  at  age 
64,  unable  to  draw  Social  Security  until 
72  in  2037.  At  age  64.  what  am  I going  to 
start  at? 

Please  pray  for  us,  and  vote! — AN, 
Coalinga,  CA. 

Your  responses  to  articles  in  this  publication 
are  most  welcome.  Please  address  them  to 
Editor  at  friendsbulletin@aol.com , or  3223 
Danaha  St,  Torrance  CA  90505. 

“What  do  I need  to  be  healed?”  and  “What 
is  my  gift  for  healing  others?” 

As  Yearly  meeting  draws  toward  a close 
on  Saturday  afternoon,  we  invite  Friends  to 
assemble  in  meeting  for  worship  to  reflect 
on  our  experience  and  discernment  of  the 
power  and  the  Power  of  healing. 

We  especially  hope  for  the  attendance 
of  our  families.  Our  community  is  so 
enriched  by  our  children,  our  young  friends 
and  our  young  adults. 

No  one  should  stay  home  because  of 
financial  concerns.  Monthly  meetings,  and 
the  Yearly  Meeting,  will  provide  assistance. 
Approach  your  monthly  meeting  if  in  need, 
but  come. — Hal  Wright  and  Cynthia  Smith, 
co-clerks  of  Yearly  Meeting 


I MYM  2004  will  be  held  June  6-13,  2004, 
at  Ghost  Ranch  in  Abiquiu,  New  Mexico.  The 
official  welcoming  is  on  June  9th  at  7:00 pm. 
For  more  info,  go  to  IMYM.org.  Please  see  the 
registration  page  for  a downloadable 
registration  packet.  Registration  deadline  is 
April  15th,  but  late  registrants  will  be 
considered.  If  you  want  to  go  to  Ghost  Ranch, 
please  contact  the  registrar  TODAY! 
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Quaker  Schools  and  Programs 
for  Children  and  Young  People 
in  the  Western  USA 

Service  Projects  and  Camps  for 
Teens  and  Young  People 

Sierra  Friends  Center  Workcamps.  Beau- 
tiful site  in  the  Sierra  foothills.  Projects  include 
gardening,  carpentry,  painting  and  more. 
Camp  I:  June  13-20.  Directors:  Jim  Anderson 
and  Bob  Runyan. 

Camp  II:  June  20-27.  Sue  Severin  and  Gil 
Hamilton. 

Cost:  15  and  older:  $45.  Age  11-14:  $35.  Age 
10  or  under:  $25.  Send  your  $10  deposit  made 
out  to  Sierra  Friends  Center  to  Camp  I:  Jim 
Anderson,  25  Gideon  La,  Chico  CA  95926. 
Camp  II:  Sue  Severin,  458  Laurel  Ave,  San 
Anselmo  CA  94960. 

Ben  Lomond  Quaker  Center  Summer 
Camps  (see  p.  13). 

AFSC/Intermountain  Yearly  Meeting 
Joint  Service  Program.  2852  W Gamez 
Rd,  Benson  AZ  85602.  520-212-4696.  E- 
mail:  Mike  Gray,  Project  Coordinator,  afsc- 
mgray@afsc.org 

Southern  California  Quarterly 
Meeting/AFSC  Youth  Service  Project. 
Raina  Martinez,  AFSC,  980  North  Fair  Oaks 
Ave,  Pasadena  CA  91103.  626-791-1978. 
Rmartinez@afsc.org. 

Schools 

Wellsprings  Friends  School:  alternative, 
accredited  high  school  grades  9-12.  Rooted  in 
the  Quaker  Spirit  of  simplicity,  community, 
nonviolence,  honoring  the  Light  in  every  per- 
son. Open  enrollment.  Climate  of  affirmation. 
3590  W.  18th  Avenue,  Eugene,  OR.  97402. 
541-686-1223.  Fax:  541-687-1493.  Dennis 
Hoerner,  Head. 

William  J.  Papp  Portland  Friends  School, 
located  in  SW  Portland,  OR.  A Friends  school 
for  children,  grades  K-8,  rooted  in  Quaker  val- 
ues. Children  are  provided  with  a quality  aca- 
demic and  a developmentally  appropriate  edu- 
cation. The  school  environment  is  caring  and 
nurturing  with  strong  emphasis  on  nonviolent 
conflict  resolution.  For  information,  contact  Judy 
Smith,  portlandfriendss@qwest.net  or  503-245- 
8164. 

**** 

The  Woolman  Semester  at  Sierra  Friends 
Center  offers  a Quaker  Educational  opportu- 
nity in  a one  semester  high  school  experience 
emphasizing  Quaker  Testimonies:  Peace,  Jus- 


tice, Sustainability  & Service;  rigorous  college 
preparatory  courses  and  simple  living  in  com- 
munity. Unique  highlight  to  a student’s  portfo- 
lio. Scholarships  available.  See  www.woolman.org 
and  contact  Kathy  Runyan  at  530-273-318 

Pacific  Ackworth  School.  6210  Temple 
City  Blvd,  Temple  City,  CA  91780.  626-287- 
6880. 

Pacific  Oaks  Children’s  School.  Pacific 
Oaks  College,  714  W California  Blvd, 
Pasadena,  CA  91105.  626-795-9161. 

Internships 

QUEST  is  an  internship  program  sponsored 
by  the  University  Friends  Meeting  of  the 
Religious  Society  of  Friends  (Quakers). 
Located  in  Seattle,  Washington,  QUEST  seeks 
to  build  a peaceful,  just,  sustainable  world  by 
empowering  interns  to  act  as  agents  of  social 
change  and  social  service  during  their  year  with 
QUEST  and  throughout  their  lives.  The 
program  provides  Quaker  and  non-Quaker 
interns  with:  quality,  year-long  positions  at  local 
social  change  and  social  service  organizations 
that  can  benefit  from  an  intern’s  service; 
supplemental  training  to  empower  interns  in 
their  work  for  social  change  and  social  service; 
and  an  intentional,  residential  community 
where  interns  can  receive  support,  practice 
community-building  skills,  and  live  simply.  For 
more  info,  contact 

Lynn  Fitz-Hugh,  Program  Coordinator 
QUEST 

University  Friends  Meeting 
4001  9th  Ave  NE 
Seattle,  WA  98105 
206-417-0422 

questprogramufm@yahoo.com 


Calendar  Items 


Apr  9-11  (Easter  Weekend).  “A  Deeper 
Security:  John  Woolman  and  a Spirit- 
Filled  Life.”  Rachel  Findley. Quaker 
Center,  Ben  Lomond.* 

June  6-10:  Intermountain  Yearly  Meeting, 
Ghost  Ranch,  Abiqui,  New  Mexico. 

July  3-10.  Friends  General  Conference 
Annual  Gathering.  University  of 
Massachusetts.  Amherst,  MA.  http:// 
www.  fgcquake  r.  org/ 

July  29-August  1.  North  Pacific  Yearly 
Meeting,  University  of  Montana,  Missoula, 
MT. 

Aug  2-7.  Pacific  Yearly  Meeting,  Mt. 
Madona,  CA. 


Classifieds 


Publications 

Quaker  Life — informing  and  equipping 
Friends  around  the  world.  Free  sample  avail- 
able upon  request.  Join  our  family  of  Friends  for  one 
year  (10  issues)  at  $24.  For  information  contact: 
Quaker  Life 
101  Quaker  Hill  Drive 
Richmond,  IN  47374 
Phone:  765-962-7573 
E-mail:  QuakerLife@fum.org 
Website:  www.fiim.org 

Vintage  Books,  Quaker  Books.  Rare  and  out- 
of-print  journals,  history,  religion.  Contact  us 
for  specific  wants.  181  Hayden  Rowe  St, 
Hopkinton,  MA  01748.  Phone:  508-435-3499. 
E-mail:  vintage@gis.net. 

Quaker  Writers  and  Artists!  Read  Types  & 
Shadows,  the  exciting  newsletter  of  the 
Fellowship  of  Quakers  in  the  Arts.  FQA’s 
goal:  To  nurture  and  showcase  the  literary,  vi- 
sual, musical,  and  performing  arts  within  the 
Religious  Society  of  Friends,  for  purposes  of 
Quaker  expression,  ministry,  witness,  and  out- 
reach. To  these  ends,  we  will  offer  spiritual, 
practical,  and  financial  support  as  way  opens. 
Help  build  an  international  network  of  creative 
support  and  celebration.  Membership  $22/year. 
FQA,  Dept.  FB,  PO  Box  58565,  Philadelphia, 
PA  19102.  E-mail:  fqa@quaker.org.  Web:  http:/ 
/ www.  q uake  r.  org/  fq  a/i  n dex . b tml . 

Friends  Journal  has  published 
“Quaker  Thought  and  Life 
T oday’’  for  nearly  50  years,  suc- 
ceeding periodicals  that  date 
from  the  19th  century.  Learn 
more  about  Quaker  concerns 
and  activities  through  this  monthly  maga- 
zine. Save  42  percent  off  the  cover  price. 
Receive  12  issues  (one  full  year)  for  only 
$35.  Contact:  Friends  Journal , Dept.  FB, 
1216  Arch  Street,  2A,  Philadelphia,  PA  19107. 
<Info@friendsjournal.org>. 


If  you  have  calendar  items,  particularly 
those  relating  to  Quarterly  or  Yearly 
Meeting  events,  or  events  involving  Quaker 
organizations,  please  send  them  to  the 
editor  at  friendsbulletin@aol.com. 

*Ben  Lomond  Quaker  Center,  PO  Box 
686.  Ben  Lomond,  CA  95005. 
mail@quakercenter.org.  831-336- 
8333. 

For  updated  information,  including  events  and 
locations  of  Western  Friends  Meetings  and 
events,  see  westernquaker.net. 
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Concerned (Singles 

links  compatible,  socially  conscious  singles 
who  care  about  peace,  social  justice,  diversity, 
gender  equity,  and  the  health  of  the  planet. 
Nationwide  / Canada.  All  ages.  Since  1984. 
free  sample:  Box  444-FB,  Lenox  Dale,  MA  01242 
413-243-4350  or  www.concernedsingles.com 


Schools.  Retreat  Centers.  Camps,  and 
Retirement  Homes 

Ben  Lomond  Quaker  Center:  Personal 
retreats,  family  reunions,  weddings,  retreats,  and 
our  own  schedule  of  Quaker  Programs.  Among 
the  redwoods,  near  Santa  Cruz,  CA.  831-336- 
8333.  http://www.quakercenter.org. 

The  Woolman  Semester  see  p.  21. 

Friends  House  is  a multilevel  retire- 
ment COMMUNITY  offering  independent  liv- 
ing apartments  and  houses,  an  assisted  care  liv- 
ing facility,  skilled  nursing,  and  an  adult  day 
services  program  serving  residents  and  the 
wider  Santa  Rosa,  CA  community.  Located  in 
Santa  Rosa,  Friends  House  is  easily  accessible 
to  San  Francisco,  the  Pacific  Coast,  redwood 
forests,  and  the  vineyards  of  Sonoma  and  Napa 
counties.  Friends  House  is  owned  and  oper- 
ated by  Friends  Association  of  Services  for  the 
Elderly  (FASE),  a California  not-for-profit  cor- 
poration. The  facility  and  Board  of  Directors 
are  strongly  influenced  by  Quaker  traditions. 
The  welfare  and  growth  of  persons  within  an 
environment  which  stresses  independence  is 
highly  valued.  Tour  Friends  House  at  our 
website  at  www.friendshouse.org.  Friends 
House,  684  Benicia  Drive,  Santa  Rosa,  CA 
95409.  707-538-0152. 

Wellsprings  Friends  School:  seep.  21. 

Accommodations:  William  Penn  House, 
Washington,  DC.  Quaker  Seminars,  youth  pro- 
grams, bed  and  breakfast.  5 blocks  from  the 
Capitol,  Supreme  Court  and  near  Smithsonian 
Museums.  Shared  accommodations  for  indi- 
viduals and  groups.  Gays,  lesbians  and  people 
of  color  are  welcome.  515  East  Capitol  St.  SE, 
Washington,  DC  20003,  202-543-5560,  FAX 
(202)  543-3814,  director@wmpennhouse.org, 
www.Quaker.org/penn-house. 

Positions  open:  Interns:  9-12  month  commit- 
ment. Assist  with  hospitality  and  seminar  plan- 
ning at  William  Penn  House.  Room  & board 
with  small  stipend.  Applications  from  gays,  les- 
bians and  people  of  color  are  welcome.  5 blocks 
from  the  Capitol,  Supreme  Court  and  near  the 
Smithsonian  Museums.  See  contact  info  above. 


Quaker  Writers,  Editors,  and  Publishers.  Are  invited  to  join  QUIP  (Quakers 
Uniting  IN  publications).  An  international  “self  help”  organization  of  theologically  diverse 
Friends  concerned  with  the  ministry  of  the  written  word.  Next  annual  Meeting  at  Quaker 
Hill,  Richmond,  Indiana,  April  22-25  2004.  Theme:  New  Ways  of  Reaching  Our  Market 
in  a Changing  World.  Contact  Graham  Garner  at  grahamG@fgcquaker.org  website 


When  travelling  to  the  Pacific  Northwest,  con- 
sider the  simple  and  economical  travellers’ 
rooms  at  Quaker  House  in  Seattle  (WA). 
Reservations  required:  206-632-9839  or  E- 
mail:  quakerhouse.sea@juno.com. 

William  J.  Papp  Portland  Friends 
School,  seep. 21. 

Services 

SINGLE  Book  Lovers  has  been  getting  unat- 
tached people  who  like  to  read  together  since 
1970.  Nationwide  and  run  by  Friends.  SBL, 
Box  74,  Swarthmore,  PA  19039. 
SBL@compuserve.com.  800-773-3437. 

Join  the  folks  at  Friendly  Horse  Acres 

FOR  A DAY  AT  A HORSE  FARM.  All  ages  wel- 
come. Camps  are  set  up  to  encourage  confi- 
dence in  people  who  are  fearful  of  horses,  as  well 
as  more  experienced  horse  lovers.  Learn  to  see 
the  world  from  the  horse’s  point  of  view.  Visit 
www.friendlyhorseacres.com.  Phone: 
360-825-3628.  E-mail:  friendlaverne 
@frie  ndlyhorseacres.com. 

Practice  Simplicity  by  getting  your  living 
and  work  space  ORGANIZED!  Friendly,  pro- 
fessional organizer  Marian  Rhys  can  help  you 
clean  up  your  physical  or  electronic  clutter  and 
set  up  systems  for  keeping  things  orderly.  Con- 
fidential and  non-judgmental.  503-283-8615. 

Tours  and  Opportunities 

Consider  a Costa  Rica  Study  Tour.  Visit  the 
Quaker  community  of  Monteverde.  See  the  cloud 
forest  and  two  oceans.  Write  Sarah  Stuckey,  Apdo 
46-5655,  Monteverde,  Costa  Rica.  Phone/FAX: 
Oil  506-645-5436  or  520-364-8694  or  E-mail: 
crstudy@racsa.co.cr.  website:  www.crstudytours.com. 

Make  friends,  make  music — Friends  Music 
Camp  AT  Olney.  2 or  4 week  summer  program 
for  ages  10-18.  Brochure,  video:  FMC,  PO  Box 
427  Ml  o w 
musicfmc@yahoo.  com . 

Consider  the  Arizona  Friends  Community 
for  your  next,  or  your  second,  home.  360  de- 
gree mountain  views,  4,000  ft  elevation,  often  near 
perfect  weather,  among  good  friends.  Write  Roy 
J oe  and 

Drive,  Douglas,  AZ  85607.  Website: 
arizonafriends.com. 


Friends  planning  to  move  can  request  assis- 
tance from  David  Brown,  a Quaker  Realtor. 
David  will  refer  you  to  a real  estate  profes- 
sional to  assist  you  with  buying  and/or  sell- 
ing a home  anywhere  in  the  USA.  E-mail: 
Davidhbrown@mindspring.com. 

Volunteer  Internship  at  Ben  Lomond  Quaker 
Center,  a retreat  and  conference  center  near  Santa 
Cruz,  CA.  Residential,  one  year  beginning  August. 
Great  opportunity  to  grow  spiritually  and  work 
in  all  areas  of  this  Quaker  nonprofit.  Mountains, 
redwoods,  housing,  stipend,  and  benefits  provided. 
Singles  and  couples  both  welcome.  Application 
deadline  April  1.  Call  831/336-8333  E-mail: 
mail@quakercenter.org  for  info. 

5f:  5{c  5}c 

Puentes  de  Amistad  Mexico  Work  and 
Service  Trip,  June  20-26, 2004  Would  you 
give  a week  of  your  life  to  make  a difference  in 
the  lives  of  others  less  fortunate  than  you?  Join 
us  as  we  work,  play  and  celebrate  life  together. 
We  will  spend  June  20-26  on  a service  learning 
trip  to  the  Tijuana  border  area.  We  will  work 
with  local  people  in  and  near  the  town  of 
Maclovio  Rojas,  a struggling  community 
striving  to  provide  better  opportunities  for  its 
members.  We  will  stay  at  Casa  Emaus,  a nearby 
facility  on  a breezy  hilltop  with  panoramic 
views.  COST:  $400  includes  all  expenses  except 
restaurant  meals  (food,  lodging,  activities, 
transportation  in  Mexico,  etc.)  Trip  begins  and  ends 
in  San  Diego.  Contact  us  for  more  information.  707 
823-6034.  E-mail:  Bflyn@mindspring.com 
www.puentesdeamistad.org.  Barbara  Flynn  8290 
Appian  Way,  Sebastopol,  CA  95472 


2004  Advertising  Rates 

$.47per  word  for  classifed  ads. 
Minimum  charge,  $9.  Box  ads:  10% 
extra.  Ads  should  be  prepaid,  if  pos- 
sible. Deadline:  six  weeks  prior  to 
publication.  Display  ads:  $16  per 
column  inch.  % page  ad  (4  x 4V2): 
$97 — 1 column  ad  (2V2  x 10): 
$139 — 2 column  ad  (5  x 10): 
$239 — % page  ad  (7V4  x 4V2): 
$169— Full  page  (7Vi  x 10):  $299. 
Discounts:  10%  for  3 consecutive 
appearances,  25%  for  1 0 consecutive 
appearances  of  ad. 
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Do  You  Have  The  Latest  Works  by  Western  Friends  in  Your  Library? 

New  Pamphlets  by  Western  Friends  published  by  Pendle  HiSS 
can  now  be  ordered  through  Friends  Bulletin. 

Meditations  on  the  Prayer  of  St.  Francis  (2003),  Pendle  Hill  Pamphlet  #369,  by  Ann  Curo,  San  Diego  (CA)  Friend.  Starting  with 

the  metaphor  of  the  self  as  a musical  instrument  on  which  God  performs,  the  author  reflects  on  the  beloved  prayer  of  St.  Francis 
as  instructions  for  a life  of  Christian  peacemaking.  She  uses  examples  from  her  experiences  in  homeless  activism  and  her  study  of 
various  faith  traditions  to  explore  the  wisdom  in  the  prayer  line  by  line.  S4.00  (plus  $2.00  postage  and  handling) 

A Quaker  in  the  Zendo  (2004),  Pendle  Hill  Pamphlet  #370,  by  Steve  Smith,  Claremont  (CA)  Friend.  “At  a time  of  my  life  when 

I had  drifted  from  my  Quaker  origins,  I found  the  discipline  of  Zen  meditation  clarifying,  healing,  and  liberating.  Curiously,  this 
Asian  spiritual  practice  has  led  me  back  to  the  Society  of  Friends:  the  more  I practice  Zen,  the  more  thoroughly  Quaker  I 
become....  Within  the  earliest  records  of  Quakerism,  the  writings  of  George  Fox  and  other  early  Friends,  I find  to  my  wonder  and 
delight  remarkably  explicit  guidelines  for  spiritual  practice  that  are  often  diluted  or  obscured  in  contemporary  unprogrammed 
Friends  worship.  Iny^  Quaker  in  the  Zendo  I tell  the  story  of  my  journey  to  a rediscovery  of  these  directions  for  spiritual  formation 
practiced  by  the  early  Quakers.”  $4.00  (plus  $2.00  postage  and  handling). 

_ Compassionate  Listening  and  other  writings  by  Gene  Hoffman,  Quaker  Peacemaker  and  Mystic.  Friends  Bulletin  Publications, 

2003.  “For  more  than  half  a century,  Gene  Hoffman — through  her  essays  and  poetry,  her  worships  and  speeches,  her  travels  and 
her  witness — has  been  a fountainhead  of  creative  spirituality  and  courageous  peacemaking.  This  book  will  be  a rich  resource  for 
those  who  come  after  her.”  — Richard  Deats,  Editor  of  Fellowship  Magazine.  Clothbound,  350  pp.  with  photos  and  index.  $16.95 
plus  $3  postage  and  handling. 

_Quaker  Peace  Testimony  in  Times  of  Terrorism,  Friends  Bulletin  Pamphlet  #2  (2003).  Robert  Griswold  (Ft  Collins,  CO,  Meeting) 
reflects  upon  the  spiritual  basis  for  Friends’  peacemaking  efforts  during  this  time  of  “perpetual  war  for  perpetual  peace.”  Ideal  for 
study  groups.  Single  copy:  $3.95.  Two  or  more:  $3  each  (inch  postage  & handling). 

Islam  from  a Quaker  Perspective,  Friends  Bulletin  Pamphlet  #1  (2003).  After  September  11,  2001,  Anthony  Manousos  (Santa 

Monica,  CA,  Meeting)  fasted  during  Ramadan  to  become  better  acquainted  with  the  Muslim  community  and  the  practice  of 
Islam.  This  pamphlet  explores  the  spirituality  of  fasting,  examines  the  Islamic  faith  in  relation  to  Friends’  testimonies  and  provides 
a brief  overview  of  Quaker  involvement  in  the  Middle  East.  Single  copy:  $3.95.  Two  or  more:  $3  each  (inch  postage  & handling). 

A Western  Quaker  Reader,  Writings  by  and  about  Independent  Quakers  in  the  Western  United  States.  Friends  Bulletin  Publications, 

2000.  First  historical  work  about  Western  Quakerism  written  from  the  viewpoint  of  Independent  Friends  provides  vivid,  first- 
person  testimonies  by  Friends  involved  in  the  “reinvention”  of  Quakerism  in  the  Western  USA  from  the  1930s  to  the  present.  354 
pp.  paper.  $19.95  (inch  postage). 

FREE  POSTAGE  with  orders  of  $35  or  more  worth  of  Friends  Bulletin  publications  (not  including  Pendle  Hill  pamphlets). 


Subscribe  to  Friends  Bulletin  and  receive  a free  bonus  gift 

Please  send  check  made  out  to  “Friends  Bulletin”  to  3223  Danaha  St,  Torrance,  CA  90505: 

$9  for  six-month  trial  subscription  (with  free  Friends  Bulletin  pamphlet  and  bumpersticker  as  bonus).  Save  $6. 

$39  for  two  year  renewal  (with  free  Friends  Bulletin  pamphlet  and  bumpersticker  as  bonus).  Save  $17. 

$49  for  two-year  renewal  plus  either  Compassionate  Listening  or  A Western  Quaker  Reader  (postage  and  handling  included). 

Save  $21. 


$1.95  each  for  “Pray  for  Peace”  bumper  stickers  (inch  postage  & handling) 


I would  like  to  make  a donation  of 

$25 

$35 

$50 

$100*  $150* 

$250*  Other 

Your  name 

Street 

City 

State 

Zip  Meeting 

Email 

*Those  donating  $100  or  more  receive  a copy 
of  Compassionate  Listening  and  Other  Writings  by  Gene  Hoffman. 
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Arte  & Spirituality 


July  18-22 

Painting  for  ioy 

with  Helen  David  Brancato 

The  Sacredness 
of  Creativity 

with  Jan  Ph  illips 


July  23-27 

Furniture  Restoration 

with  Tom  Jenik 

Writing  for  Life 

with  Lynn  Nelson 

Food  that  Nourishes  Body  and  Spirit 

with  Carol  Sciarra 

July  28-August  1 

Flowing  Fibers 

with  Gloria  Todor  and  Robyn  Josephs 

A Loving  Yoga  Retreat 

with  Amanda  Hoffman  and  Ella  Johannaber 

August  6-10 

Kado:  The  Way  of  Flowers 

with  Marcia  Shibata 

Discovery  Through  Bookmaking 

with  Susan  Viguers 


August  11-15 

The  Clay  Odyssey 

with  George  Kokis 

Drumming,  Healing 
and  Finding  ioy 

with  Brenda  Macaluso 


June  27— July  l Spiritual  Discernment 

with  Nancy  Bieber 

July  11-15 

Practicing  Prayer  Today 

with  Nancy  Bieber 


August  1-5 


Spiritual  Awareness  in  Daily  Life 

with  Glenn  Mitchell 


June  25-27 

Inquirers'  Weekend: 
Basic  Quakerism 

with  Gene  Hillman  and 
Deanna  Wylie  Mayer 


July  17  Effortless  Mastery: 

Liberating  the  Master 
Musician  Within 

with  jazz  pianist  Kenny  Werner 


Pendle  Hill 

A QUAKER  CENTER  FOR  STUDY  AND  CONTEMPLATION 
338  Plush  Mill  Road  • Wallingford,  PA  19086 
www.pendlehill.org 


StCj/Z  J^lopO/h’  tC'  VaA, 

610.566.4507  ext.  142  or  800.742.3150  ext.  142 
registrar@pendlehill.org 


